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RACHEL    DENE. 


CHAPTER  XYII. 


THE    PRIMROSE    PATH. 


Upon  arriving  at  Curzon  Street,  May  Fair,  Ealpli 
found  that  his  uncle's  death  had  been  occasioned 
by  a  fit  of  apoplexy  upon  returning  from  the  Lord 
Mayor's  banquet.  A  few  days  afterwards  he 
attended  the  obsequies  at  Beauchamp  Castle,  as 
chief  mourner,  with  little  or  no  affectation  of 
regret  for  a  relative  whom  he  had  scarcely  seen, 
and  who  had  been  systematically  hostile  to  his 
mother  and  himself. 

After  the  funeral,  he  returned  to  the  Castle, 
looked  through  the  stables,  glanced  at  the  coverts, 
conferred  with  the  steward,  the  butler,  and  the 
housekeeper,  the  head  groom,  and  the  head  garae- 
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keeper,  confirmed  them  in  their  appointments, 
and  returned  to  town  by  the  next  train,  accom- 
panied by  Grimstone,  the  family  solicitor. 

They  dined  together  that  night  in  Curzon  Street, 
■where  Ralph  thenceforth  took  up  his  abode, 
having  taken  over  the  whole  of  his  uncle's  menage, 
including  Barkins,  the  valet,  who  had  been  in 
the  Beauchamp  family  all  his  life,  had  known 
Ealph's  father  and  mother,  and  who  soon 
succeeded,  by  the  way,  in  attaching  himself  to 
his  new  master. 

That  evening,  Grimstone  explained  to  his  youth- 
ful client  that  it  would  be  requisite  to  go  through 
certain  formalities  for  the  administration  of  the 
estate ;  but  before  the  week  was  out,  the  new  Earl 
had  taken  his  seat  in  the  House  of  Lords,  and 
voted  for  the  Government  in  an  important 
division. 

The  estate  cut  up  better  than  was  anticipated, 
and  Ealph  found  himself  in  the  enjoyment  of 
something  like  thirty  thousand  a  j'ear — so,  at 
least,  he  wrote  Jacob  Dene,  politely  tendering  his 
resignation — expressing  his  regret  for  the  overseer's 
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untimely  death,  and  volunteering  the  opinion  that 
Jack,  he  felt  sure,  was  the  last  man  in  the  world 
capable  of  such  a  crime. 

He  wrote  much  to  the  same  effect  to  Jasper 
Haywood,  telling  him  to  draw  upon  him  for  all 
moneys  requisite  for  the  defence.  He  touched 
lightly  upon  the  subject  in  his  letter  to  Eachel,  to 
whom  he  sent  some  little  presents  just  to  remind 
her  of  his  existence.  Nor  did  he  forget  his  other 
friends  and  relations.  To  his  mother  he  sent  an 
open  cheque,  some  valuable  pieces  of  mourning, 
gloves,  etc.,  and  to  the  vicar  some  books  of  refer- 
ence. Then,  having  so  far  done  his  duty,  he 
invited  Captain  Fitzherbert  to  come  and  join  him 
in  seeing  life  in  London,  to  which  occupation 
these  gentlemen  devoted  themselves  assiduously. 

It  was  astonishing  what  a  number  of  friends 
cropped  up  all  at  once  at  May  Fair.  Friends  of 
Ralph's  father,  friends  of  his  mother — aristocratic 
matrons  with  marriageable  daughters,  and  friends 
of  his  late  lamented  uncle.  Besides  these  came  a 
clientele  of  tradespeople  who  had  fattened  on  the 
Beauchamps  for  generations.      Then   there   were 
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obliging  gentlemen,  olive-complexioned  and  large- 
nosed,  who  inquired  in  the  most  delicate  and 
friendly  manner  if  the  new  lord  needed  ready 
money.  There  were  other  gentlemen  with  cropped 
heads,  low  foreheads,  bull  necks,  who  called  to 
inquire  if  "my  lord  "  required  any  lessons  in  the 
noble  arts  of  racing  and  self-defence. 

The  Honourable  Augustus  Torvin,  the  Govern- 
ment whip,  put  the  new  Earl  up  at  the  Junior 
Carlton,  and  Tom  Tressider  nominated  him  for  the 
Jockey  Club,  in  place  of  his  noble  uncle,  deceased  ; 
while  Fitzherbert  introduced  him  to  the  Ostriches, 
where  one  night  they  encountered  the  famous 
Major  O'Gallagher,  whose  escapade  with  the  Begum 
of  Upper  Oude  led  to  his  quitting  the  service  with 
a  certain  edaircisscmcnt  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago. 

The  Major,  of  course,  was  a  native  of  the  Sister 
Isle,  with  just  that  flavour  of  the  brogue  on  his 
tongue,  and  those  cordial  and  ingratiating  manners, 
which  impart  such  a  charm  to  the  manners  of  the 
well-bred  Irishman. 

Although  on  the  shady  side  of  sixty,  he  was  a 
fine,  stalwart  fc41ow,  and  in  excellent  preservation. 


THE   PRIMROSE   PATH.  5 

"  Mick,"  as  bis  friends  called  him,  had  a  head  as 
white  and  as  well  polished  as  a  billiard  ball ;  a 
celestially  Irish  nose  ;  bright,  twinkling  blue  eyes  ; 
rosy,  clean-shaven  cheeks,  which  expanded  into 
dewlaps  as  they  fell  in  glistening  folds  over  the 
white  neck-scarf  which  he  always  affected. 

He  had  met  the  late  Colonel  Hollis  in~  India 
during  those  bad  times  of  the  Mutiny,  and  he 
received  Ealph  with  effusion. 

"I  knew  your  father,"  he  cried,  "before  ye  were 
born.  The  beat  player  at  poker  and  pyramids  in 
the  Punjaub.  And  how  is  that  gorgeous  creature, 
your  mother  ?  By  my  honour,  I  used  to  adore 
her ;  that  is,  before  I  took  to  adoring  my  dinner. 
Which  reminds  me  you  must  come  and  dine  with 
me  to-night,  and  your  friend,  too." 

It  was  in  vain  that  Ealph  pleaded  a  prior  en- 
gagement ;  the  Major  would  not  take  no  for  an 
answer. 

"  Come,  my  boy,  and  take  us  without  ceremony," 
said  he.  "  Julia  will  be  delighted  to  see  you. 
Sure,  she  played  with  you  when  you  were  a  little 
fellow  the  size  of  my  thumb  out  there  at  Lucknow, 
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when  the  Nana,  bad  cess  to  him,  gave  poor  Ralph 
his  quietus." 

Both  the  young  fellows  were  impressed  by  the 
Major's  frank  and  engaging  manners,  and  the 
little  dinner  at  Montpellier  Square  was  a  break 
in  the  run  of  bachelor  banquets.  To  be  sure,  the 
O'Gallagher  apartments  were  not  palatial,  but 
there  was  a  cordial  welcome  from  the  Major  and 
the  Major's  daughter. 

In  appearance  Julia  O'Gallagher  reminded  Ealph 
of  some  lost  vision  of  his  youth,  or  one  of  those 
w^eird  bizarre  statues  of  some  bronzed  odalisque, 
partially  clad  in  garments  of  white,  from  which 
the  dusky  limbs  gleam  forth  bare  and  beautiful  in 
the  stately  symmetry  of  their  classic  outlines. 
Had  Cleopatra  had  the  faintest  tinge  of  Egyptian 
blood  in  her  Greek  veins,  so  might  the  serpent  of 
Old  Nile  have  looked  in  her  golden  prime.  The 
tinge  of  olive  which  blended  with  the  Milesian 
strain  of  the  O'Gallaghers  came  from  her  mother, 
the  Begum  aforesaid.  Thence  also  came  the  white 
teeth;  the  luscious,  scarlet  lips — lips  like  twin 
rosebuds ;  the  dark,  flashing  eyes ;  the  straight. 
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black  brows;  the  night  of  raven  hair,  which  was 
wont  upon  provocation  to  tumble  to  the  ground, 
covering  her  lithe  and  elastic  figure  as  with  an 
iridescent  mantle  of  sable.  The  voice,  too,  had 
the  soft,  crooning  music  of  the  far  East.  To  these 
Oriental  attributes  were  added  the  accomplishments 
of  Europe — a  taste  for  music,  painting,  and  the 
fine  arts  generally. 

She  came  forward  and  welcomed  the  young  men 
as  if  she  had  known  them  all  her  life  ;  indeed,  she 
professed  to  remember  Kalph  as  her  little  play- 
fellow at  Lucknow  and  Cawnpore. 

Neither  he  nor  Fitzherbert  noted  her  garb,  but 
saw  vaguely  that  it  was  some  soft  flowing  white 
stuft';  nor  did  they  even  note  the  pearls  which 
rose  and  sank  upon  her  neck ;  in  fact,  they  paled 
their  ineffectual  fires  before  the  light  of  her  splendid 
eyes.     The  men  were  captivated  at  the  first  look. 

The  repast  was  not  particularly  sumptuous,  but 
it  was  agreeable,  well  cooked,  and  well  served,  and 
Miss  O'Gallagher  did  the  honours  like  a  princess. 
After  dinner  she  left  the  gentlemen  to  their  wine. 
They  didn't  stay  long,  however,  and  when  they 
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joined  her  she  gave  them  some  delicious  tea  in 
dainty  little  cujjs  of  some  quaint  Indian  ware, 
arabesqued  and  inlaid  with  gold.  Then  she  sang 
and  played  to  them,  and  did  both  divinely. 

By-and-by,  three  or  four  men  about  town  dropped 
in  to  beg  a  cup  of  tea.  Presently  some  one  suggested 
cards,  whereupon  Julia  glided  from  the  room  with- 
out a  word. 

After  an  hour  or  two  at  half-crown  points,  the 
guests  began  to  drop  away,  and  Ealph  and  Fitz- 
herbert  rose  to  follow  suit. 

*'  Make  my  adieux.  Major,  to  Miss  O'Gallagher," 
said  Ralph.     "  Thanks  for  a  delightful  evening." 

"  Come  again,  my  boys,"  replied  the  Major, 
"without  ceremony;  there's  always  a  knife  and 
fork,  and  a  welcome." 

"  Capital  fellow,  the  Major,"  said  Ealph,  as  they 
drove  home. 

"First  rate,"  responded  Fitzherbert.  "But 
isn't  the  girl  splendid  ?  " 

"  She's  a  beauty,"  returned  Ealph,  with  a 
yawn,  "  for  a  fellow  whose  taste  lies  in  that 
direction.      I    suppose,    being    nearly    a    nigger 
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mj'self,  I  adore  fair  women.  Besides,  there's  only 
one  woman  in  the  world  for  me,  and  she's  down  at 
Deepdale." 

"By  Jove!"  cried  the  captain,  '*I  begin  to 
think  there's  only  one  woman  in  the  world  for 
me,  and  she's  at  Montpellier  Square.  Not  that 
I  suppose  she'd  ever  descend  on  a  poor  plunger 
like  myself.  I  expect  she's  looking  out  for  higher 
game — a  prince  or  a  lord,  at  least." 

"  They  seem  pretty  well  tiled  in.  I  suppose  the 
Begum  left  her  something  worth  having  ?  " 

"  Don't  know,"  said  Fitzherbert.  "  When  we 
were  in  the  Punjaub  our  fellows  used  to  look  upon 
all  the  natives  as  niggers.  There's  nothing  of  the 
nigger  about  /ter." 

"  Not  a  bit." 

**  I  say,  Kalph,  look  here ;  the  Major's  worth 
cultivating.  I've  won  a  fiver  to-night.  The  first 
lucky  deal  I've  had  since  I've  been  in  town." 

"  And  I  believe  I'm  a  sovereign  or  two  to  the 
good,"  laughed  Ealph,  full  of  his  new  independence 
of  such  trifles. 

That    was  the   first    of  many  pleasant  nights 
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at  Montpellier  Square.  Strange  to  say,  Julia 
O'Gallagher  had  no  lady  friends.  She  reigned, 
therefore,  with  undivided  sway,  and  distributed 
her  smiles  or  courtesies  with  perfect  impartiality, 
and  an  apparent  absence  of  personal  predilection ; 
and  yet  how  dangerously  seductive  she  could  be 
when  she  played  the  artillery  of  her  charms  upon 
any  given  object !  To-night  one  man  thought 
himself  the  especial  favourite ;  the  next,  another 
man  was  made  happy  with  a  smile  or  a  gracious 
word.  Tom  Tressider  was  the  first  favourite  one 
night  ;  Fitzherbert  took  the  premier  pas  upon 
another  occasion.  Every  man  had  his  turn — turn 
and  turn  about ;  perhaps  Ralph  came  in  for  more 
than  the  rest.  He  said  that  was  because  Julia 
remembered  him  as  an  old  playfellow.  Fitzherbert 
thought,  however,  it  was  because  she  remembered 
he  was  an  Earl. 

Whenever  the  men  took  to  cards,  which  they 
did  every  evening,  she  took  herself  to  her  own 
apartments. 

"Boys  will  be  boys,"  said  the  Major.  "For 
myself,  I  object  to  going  beyond  a  crown  point. 
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But  never  mind — go  ahead ;  you  can  only  be 
young  once !  " 

Night  after  night  the  play  became  heavier  and 
heavier,  despite  the  Major's  warnings.  Other  men 
sometimes  dropped  in.  There  was  the  Hon.  Algy 
Fitz  Urse,  the  Chevalier  Vicoff,  Major  Deuceace, 
and  a  few  other  choice  bloods  of  the  Ostriches. 
That  five  pounds  of  Fitzherbert's  had  gone  long 
ago,  with  many  a  note  to  boot. 

Julia  invariably  suggested  that  both  Ealph  and 
Fitz  should  take  their  departure  at  the  same  time 
with  herself,  but  they  decided  to  remain.  When 
she  left  the  room,  the  men  formed  an  avenue  down 
which  she  passed  with  a  smile  and  a  kind  good 
night  for  all. 

Then  came  the  real  work  of  the  night — baccarat, 
poker,  and  the  rest  of  it.  The  Major  smoked  his 
cigarette  and  looked  on  while  the  youngsters  went 
for  each  other. 

What  with  the  excitement  of  the  game  and 
copious  libations,  Ealph  and  Fitzherbert  began  to 
plunge  heavily,  and  to  lose  heavily,  too.  Some 
nights   they  did   not   know   what  they  had  lost. 
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I.O.U.'s  were  circulated  freely.  Tbey  never  re- 
mained long  in  doubt  about  these,  for  one  or  other 
of  their  friends  usually  turned  up  the  next  day  at 
May  Fan-,  requesting  payment. 

Sometimes,  too,  the  Major  himself  put  in  an 
appearance  with  a  promissory  note  and  a  paternal 
remonstrance. 

This  business  of  settling  up  didn't  give  Fitz- 
herbert  much  trouble  so  long  as  Ealph  paid  the 
piper ;  in  the  end,  however,  it  upset  him  both  in 
health  and  in  credit.  Nights  at  Montpellier  Square 
were  varied  by  nights  at  the  Merozable  and  at  the 
Ostriches;  but  wherever  these  young  gentlemen 
went,  the  result  was  invariably  the  same.  They 
were  by  no  means  of  the  verdant-green  fraternity  ; 
and  as  their  own  object  was  plunder,  they  could 
scarcely  object  when  the  tables  were  turned  upon 
them. 

When  Barkins  found  that  his  master  and  his 
friend  had  the  devil's  books  in  their  hands  at  all 
hours  ;  that  they  turned  night  into  day ;  that  they 
went  to  bed  late ;  that  when  they  got  up  their 
first  demand  was  for  soda-water ;  that  they  merely 
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trifled  with  a  cup  of  tea  and  a  devilled  anchovy 
toast  before  they  returned  to  soda,  copiously 
diluted  with  brandy ;  when  he  observed  that  re- 
peated doses  of  this  potent  beverage  were  accom- 
panied by  huge  full-flavoured  havannahs,  he 
ventured  to  remonstrate.  He  might,  however, 
have  spared  himself  the  trouble,  for  all  the  thanks 
he  got. 

Presently  two  or  three  race  meetings  came  off. 
Ralph  went  to  each  of  them,  and  plunged  in  every 
direction,  losing  right  and  left.  He  now  became 
fretful,  peevish,  and  angry  upon  the  slightest  pro- 
vocation, and  could  not  bear  to  be  alone,  especially 
since  the  receipt  of  a  cold  and  repellent  letter 
from  Eachel,  more  than  hinting  that  he  had  been 
the  means  of  leading  Jack  Heywood  astray  at 
Doncaster.  His  mother  urged  him  to  come  down 
to  Deepdale  at  once,  to  settle  his  debts,  and  to 
conclude  his  engagement  with  Eachel ;  but  from 
the  tenor  of  that  young  lady's,  last  communi- 
cation, he  thought  it  would  not  be  desirable  to 
put  his  fortune  to  the  test  for  the  present,  and  so 
he  postponed  his  visit  from  day  to  day,  from  week 


14  RACHEL   DENE. 

to  week.  A  giant's  strength  might  well  succumb 
to  the  life  he  was  now  leading,  and  Ralph  was 
no  giant. 

It  is  the  pace  that  kills,  and  the  pace  was 
beginning  to  tell  upon  him  already.  His  cheeks 
became  flushed  and  hectic,  his  hands  trembled, 
and  he  was  tortured  with  a  hollow,  racking 
cough,  which  never  ceased,  morning,  noon,  or 
night. 

Obviously  he  needed  rest  and  recuperation. 
Happy  thought !  He  would  take  the  Major,  and 
a  few  sporting  friends,  down  to  the  Castle  for  the 
shooting.  He  did  do  so,  and  returned  worse  than 
ever. 

He  now  began  to  recall  the  old  days  in  the 
quiet  Yorkshire  valley  with  regret.  Old  days, 
indeed!  Why,  only  a  few  months  had  elapsed 
since  he  quitted  Deepdale,  and  yet  it  seemed  ages 
ago.  It  was  not  yet  too  late  to  pull  up  ;  he  would 
return  to  the  Vicarage.  Just  as  he  had  arrived 
at  this  sensible  conclusion,  the  Major,  the  Captain, 
and  Tom  Tressider  called  one  day  to  "  give  him  a 
straight  tip,"  as  they  expressed  it,  about  a  great 
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bruising  match  which  had  just  been  arranged 
between  two  notorious  gladiators. 

The  affair,  which  was  known  only  to  the 
initiated,  was  to  come  off  in  France.  It  was  in 
the  highest  degree  chic,  and  it  would  not  do  to  be 
out  of  so  good  a  thing,  so  next  day  off  went  my 
lord,  accompanied  by  his  noble  friends.  Being  by 
no  means  a  good  sailor,  Ealph  had  an  awful 
passage  to  Dieppe,  and  landed  very  ill;  but, 
despite  Fitzherbert's  remonstrances,  he  persisted 
in  accompanying  the  Major  and  the  rest  to  Eouen, 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  which  city  the  famous 
pugilistic  encounter  was  to  take  place. 

By  the  time  he  got  there  Ealph  was  worse, 
and  Fitzherbert  begged  him  to  stay  in  bed  for  a 
day  or  two.  It  was  in  the  depth  of  a  most 
inclement  winter,  and  he  was  shivering  from  head 
to  foot  when,  early  next  morning,  he  got  aboard 
the  small  packet  and  steamed  down  the  river,  in 
company  with  the  Brummagem  Bulldog,  the  New 
York  Hercules,  their  seconds,  and  upwards  of  a 
hundred  and  fifty  shining  lights  of  the  jeunesse 
doree. 
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After  steaming  about  for  some  hours,  at  about 
two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  the  boat  was  moored 
to  an  islet  in  the  middle  of  the  river ;  the  motley 
crowd  of  peers,  plungers,  and  pugilists  landed,  and 
the  champions  of  the  two  hemispheres  proceeded 
to  batter  each  other's  faces  to  pulp,  until  night 
spitefully  put  an  end  to  the  sport.  The  stakes 
were  then  drawn,  and  the  twin  bulldogs,  having 
beaten  each  other  out  of  all  semblance  to  humanity, 
embraced  and  vowed  eternal  friendship. 

It  was  late  when  our  gallant  sportsmen  got  back 
to  Eouen.  Ralph  was  shivering  worse  than  ever, 
and  coughing  even  more  than  usual.  Fitzherbert 
urged  him  to  stay,  and  get  a  day  or  two's  rest ;  but 
the  Major,  Deuceace,  Tressider,  and  the  champions 
were  for  pushing  on  to  Calais  by  the  express,  and 
Ralph  resolved  to  push  on  with  them. 

With  the  aid  of  copious  and  repeated  doses  of 
eau  de  vie  he  succeeded  in  reaching  Calais  in  time 
for  the  boat.  When  they  embarked  he  could 
scarcely  keep  his  feet,  and  he  asked  Fitzherbert 
to  go  below  to  secure  a  cabin,  a  pint  of  champagne, 
and  a  captain's  biscuit. 
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It  took  some  five  minutes  or  more  before  Fitz- 
herbert  could  see  the  steward.  During  this  time 
the  boat  had  left  the  pier,  and  was  rapidly  making 
way ;  and  when  Fitzherbert  came  on  deck  he 
couldn't  find  Ealph  anywhere.  The  Major  had 
seen  him  five  minutes  before  ;  Tressider  had  seen 
him  even  later,  and  had  given  him  a  pull  at  his 
flask. 

It  now  began  to  blow  hard.  Fitzherbert  was  a 
worse  sailor  even  than  Ralph,  and  he  collapsed 
immediately.  More  than  an  hour  elapsed  after 
his  arrival  at  Dover  before  he  could  struggle  upon 
deck.  When,  at  last,  he  turned  out  there  was  no 
sign  of  either  Ralph  or  the  Major,  or,  indeed,  of 
any  of  his  friends. 

Doubtless,  they  had  gone  on  to  town  by  the 
tidal  train.  Obviously,  there  was  nothing  for  it 
but  for  him  to  follow. 


VOL.  IL 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


TWIXT  DOVER  AND  CALAIS. 


Upon  Fitzherbert's  arrival  at  May  Fair,  to  bis 
astonisbment  be  found  no  sign  of  Ealpb  tbe  Earl. 
Wben  tbe  following  day  came,  and  Ealpb  did  not 
appear,  Fitzberbert  became  anxious ;  anxiety  gave 
place  to  alarm  wben  a  second  day  elapsed  witbout 
any  communication  from  bis  missing  friend. 

It  now  occurred  to  tbe  Captain  to  look  up  tbe 
Major,  and  be  drove  down  to  Montpellier  Square 
in  Ralpb's  brougbam. 

Tbe  Major  was  out.  He  bad  gone  down  to 
Fleet  Street  to  arrange  about  tbe  drawing  of  tbe 
stakes  and  tbe  division  of  tbe  spoil  among  tbe 
noble  sportsmen.  But  Julia  was  visible,  and 
greeted  bim  witb  ber  brigbtust  smile. 
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"  How  are  you  to-day  ?  "  she  inquired. 

"  Very  seedy.     I've  not  seen  you  for  an  age." 

"  And  the  young  Earl  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  I've  not  seen  him  since  we  left 
Calais." 

"  Indeed !  " 

"No.  The  fact  is,  I  was  unfortunately  com- 
pelled to  succumb  to  the  chops  of  the  Channel, 
and  as  Ealph  was  seedy  when  we  went  aboard,  I 
thought  possibly  the  Major  might  have  taken 
charge  of  him." 

"  I  don't  think  so.  Papa  has  never  mentioned 
the  subject  to  me." 

"  When  did  the  Major  get  back  ?  " 

"  The  night  before  last." 

*'  I  think  I'd  better  look  him  up  at  once." 

When  Fitzherbert  reached  the  Ostrich  club  the 
Major  was  at  lunch. 

"  Well,  dear  boy,  how's  our  Pylades — how's  the 
golden  youth  ?  " 

"Don't  know,"  cried  the  Captain.  "I  thought 
you  could  tell  me." 

"  The  deuce  you  did  !     How's  that  ?  " 
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"  I've  not  seen  him  since  we  left  Calais." 

"  You  don't  mane  that  ?  "  said  the  Major. 

"  I  do,  though." 

"  Perhaps  you'll  be  after  explaining  ?  " 

"  First,  do  you  mean  to  say.  Major,  you've  not 
seen  him  ?  " 

"  Divil  a  bit !  Now,  then,  go  ahead,  dear  boy, 
with  the  particulars." 

"Well,  then,  I  lost  sight  of  him  when  we  got 
aboard,  and  I  had  such  a  devil  of  a  time  of  it  in 
crossing  that  I  couldn't  pull  myself  together  to 
come  on  deck  till  long  after  you  fellows  had  got 
ashore.  I  came  on  by  the  next  train  to  Curzon 
Street,  expecting  to  find  him  there.  He  has  not 
been  there,  nor  have  I  seen  or  even  heard  of  him 
since." 

"  The  dear  boy  seemed  very  queer.  Perhaps  he 
may  be  staying  at  Dover  to  recuperate." 

"Not  a  bad  idea.  I'll  telegraph  the  Lord 
Warden  at  once." 

Having  despatched  his  telegram,  Fitzherbert 
joined  the  Major  at  lunch.  By  the  time  they  had 
finished,  there  came  a  reply  from  Dover,  stating 
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that    Lord    Beaucbamp    was    not    at    the    Lord 
Warden,  nor  had  he  been  there. 

"I  have  it!"  said  the  Major.  "Boys  will  be 
boys ;  he's  met  with  an  adventure.  I'll  go  bail, 
now,  a  pair  of  bright  eyes  have  detained  him  on 
the  other  side  of  the  streak," 

"  But  I  tell  you  I  saw  him  aboard." 

"  So  did  I ;  but  sure  he'd  plenty  of  time  to  get 
ashore.  Ah,  with  youth  the  season  is  for  joy ; 
and  I  was  young  once  myself." 

"  What  time  is  it  ? "  inquired  Fitzherbert, 
looking  at  his  watch.  "  Four  o'clock  !  Just  time 
to  catch  the  tidal  train.     I'm  off !  " 

"  More  power  to  ye.  Let  me  know  as  soon  as 
you  have  traced  the  truant." 

Fortunately  for  Fitzherbert,  this  time  the 
Channel  was  as  smooth  as  a  mill-pond. 

Immediately  on  his  arrival  at  Calais  he  went  to 
the  police-station.  The  Commissary  was  com- 
municative and  obliging.  He  stated  that  at  the 
very  moment  the  packet  cast  her  moorings  a  man 
was  seen  rapidly  running  down  the  pier ;  that  he 
tried  to  leap  aboard ;  that  he  missed  his  footing, 


22  RACHEL   DENE. 

and  fell  headlong  into  the  sea ;  that  a  couple  of 
fishermen,  who  were  fortunately  cruising  about  in 
a  small  coble,  fished  him  out  more  dead  than 
alive;  that  he  was  now  lying  at  the  Hotel 
Montjoy,  and  that  in  all  probability  he  was  the 
missing  English  milord. 

Half  an  hour  later  Fitzherbert  was  by  Ralph's 
bedside  at  the  hospital.  He  had  been  unconscious 
since  the  moment  of  his  deliverance,  and  was  still 
quite  delirious. 

The  physician  in  attendance  stated  that  a  violent 
cold  had  supervened  upon  congestion  of  the  lungs, 
and  an  aggravated  attack  of  delirium  tremens.  It 
was  perhaps  as  well  that  this  gentleman  did  not 
understand  a  word  of  English,  as  Ealph's  ravings 
would  doubtless  have  astonished  him. 

'Twas  in  vain  that  Fitzherbert  tried  to  restrain 
the  wretched  youth.  At  one  moment  he  was  at 
Brocklesby  Ferry,  at  another  in  the  ring  at 
Doncaster.  Anon,  with  a  shriek  of  terror,  he 
started  bolt  upright,  screaming,  "  Don't — don't — 
don't  glare  at  me  with  your  pale  face — don't, 
don't !  " 
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Then  he  fell  back,  panting  and  exhausted. 

Thus  the  days  passed  on,  and  the  patient's 
condition  still  gave  great  cause  for  alarm.  The 
bodily  ailment  seemed  subsiding,  but  the  mental 
and  spiritual  condition  seemed  to  border  on  some 
serious  form  of  brain  disturbance  or  chronic 
hallucination. 

*'  Our  young  friend  has  something  on  his  mind," 
said  the  doctor  to  Fitzherbert  after  one  of  these 
violent  outbursts.  "I  suppose  he  has  been  a 
hon  vivant — what  you  call  in  your  English  a  free 
liver  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  he's  gone  the  pace,"  returned  the 
Captain.  "  You  see,  he  has  only  just  come  into  his 
property,  and  he's  been  trying  to  see  as  much  life 
as  possible," 

"  Well,  you  must  keep  him  very  quiet,  or  he 
will  never  recover.  Do  you  know  of  any  serious 
mental  trouble?" 

"  No,"  replied  Fitzherbert.  "  He  has  everything 
a  man  can  want,  and,  so  far  as  I  know,  no  trouble 
at  all.  But  he's  been  going  it,  you  know,  ever 
since  his  change  of  fortune." 
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The  constancy  and  devotion  of  Fitzherbert  knew 
no  bounds.  Night  after  night  he  sat  up  with  his 
friend,  till  he  himself  looked  almost  as  sick  and 
haggard  as  the  invalid.  He  liked  Kalph,  and  had 
stood  by  him  in  many  a  nasty  affair.  There  was 
something  yet  in  store  for  him,  however,  which 
was  to  test  his  friendship  to  the  full. 

One  night  Ealph  Hollis  had  dozed  off  quietly, 
and  Fitzherbert,  who  sat  by  the  bedside  watching, 
thought  that  he  was  going  to  have  a  long,  sound 
rest.  Suddenly,  however,  the  invalid  awakened — 
not  with  the  wild  start  of  fever  and  delirium — and 
looked  at  his  friend ;  then,  reaching  out  a  thin, 
trembling  hand,  he  said  quite  gently,  "  Fitz,  old 
fellow,  is  there  any  news  ?  " 

"  News  !  Of  whom  ?  "  asked  the  Captain,  a 
little  surprised. 

"  Of  young  Hey  wood  ?  " 

"  None  ;  only  he  has  been  committed  for  trial. 
Don't  worry  yourself  about  Kim.  Close  your  eyes, 
and  go  to  sleep." 

But  Ralph's  hand  closed  tightly  in  his  as  the 
faint  voice  said,  **I  can't  sleep!     Sometimes,  old 
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fellow,  I  think  there  is  no  sleep  for  me  this  side 
the  grave  ;  and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  don't  think 
I  shall  ever  rise  from  my  bed  again.  Well,  so 
much  the  better.  But  I  can't  die  with  a  lie  upon 
my  soul.  You're  a  good  fellow,  and  I  can  trust 
you,  can't  I  ?  " 

"  Stake  your  soul  on  that,"  replied  the  Captain. 

"Well,  then,  I'm  going  to  make  a  clean  breast 
of  it,  and,  if  I  die,  you'll  try  to  put  things  right. 
Fitz,  I've  never  been  myself  since  that  night  at 
Doncaster.  It  was  a  dirty  trick  we  played  on  that 
youngster,  but  there's  worse  than  that  to  tell.  If 
they  hang  him,  and  if  there's  a  hell,  as  I  believe, 
the  devil  will  have  me,  for,  as  sare  as  there's  a 
God  above,  7,  and  not  Jack  Heywood,  killed  Jabez 
Pryke !  " 

With  a  cry  of  horror,  Fitzherbert  started  back, 
and  almost  sprang  to  his  feet.  At  first,  he  thought 
that  Kalph  was  raving,  but  a  look  into  his  eyes 
convinced  him  to  the  contrary.  White  and  calm, 
with  the  firm  resolve  upon  him  to  tell  his  secret 
once  and  for  ever,  Ralph  lay  back  upon  the  pillows, 
watching  the  effect  of  his  strange  confession. 
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"  You  killed  him  ?  "  gasped  Fitzherbert.  "  No, 
no  ;  you're  raving  !  " 

"  I'm  telling  you  the  gospel  truth,"  said  Ealph  ; 
*'  and,  what's  more,  if  you  like  to  call  in  witnesses 
and  hear  me  swear  it,  I'll  stand  to  what  I  say. 
It's  that  which  has  made  me  mad,  and  driven  me 
headlong  to  the  devil.  Listen,  and  I'll  tell  you 
how  it  happened.  You  know  how  badly  I  wanted 
money — you  know  how  the  fellows  were  down  on 
me  from  every  side  ?  Well,  that  night  when  you 
drove  me  over  from  Barford  the  devil  tempted  me 
to  enter  the  counting-house  and  take  what  I  wanted, 
to  save  me  from  exposure  and  ruin.  I  was  half- 
drunk  still,  and  I  hardly  know  now  how  I  got 
into  the  place,  but  almost  before  I  could  realize 
what  I  was  doing  I  had  opened  the  safe,  and 
was  collaring  the  coin  and  the  paper.  I  had 
seized  a  handful  of  gold  and  notes,  and  had  thrust 
them  into  my  breast,  when  I  heard  a  sound 
behind  me,  and,  turning  round,  I  saw  the  over- 
seer standing  on  the  threshold  of  the  room,  and 
looking  on." 

There  was  silence  in  the  sick-room,  save  for  the 
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low,  faint  voice  of  the  speaker.  Fitzherbert  sat 
spell-bound. 

"Well,  then,  I  knew  that  it  was  all  up,  but 
before  I  could  think  what  to  do,  the  old  man  had 
seized  me,  and  we  were  struggling  together.  As 
God  is  my  Judge,  Fitz,  I  never  meant  to  harm 
him,  but  I  tried  to  tear  myself  free.  In  the 
struggle  he  was  hurled  backward,  and  struck  his 
head  against  the  marble  mantelpiece.  My  God, 
I  think  I  see  him  now  !  I  hear  his  dying  cry  ! 
He  gave  one  wild  scream,  and  fell  dead  before 
me!" 

As  he  proceeded,  Ralph  grew  more  and  more 
excited,  and  he  sat  up  in  the  bed  wildly  gesticu- 
lating. 

"  Then  I  heard  another  sound — some  one  behind 
me  descending  the  stairs.  Young  Heywood,  still 
drunk  and  half  asleep,  with  his  eyes  closed,  and 
his  hands  feeling  before  him,  appeared  in  the 
passage.  I  stepped  back  behind  the  door  as  he 
entered,  then  out  on  the  landing  and  into  one  of 
the  recesses  of  the  stair.  A  moment  after,  I  heard 
a  shriek  from  the  room ;  it  was  the  lad's  voice. 
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and  then  some  men  came  running  up  the  street, 
and  with  them  the  watch-dog  Leo.  They  did  not 
see  me,  and  the  dog,  instead  of  taking  my  scent, 
rushed  on  into  the  room,  where  the  lad  was  now 
waihng  like  a  madman.  There  wasn't  a  minute  to 
lose.  I  slipt  down  the  stair,  through  the  gate  into 
the  street,  and  ran  like  a  madman  till  I  reached 
the  Vicarage  door.  I  had  my  latch-key,  and  got 
in  unheard  and  unseen.  All  the  rest  you  know. 
Next  morning  my  mother  brought  me  the  news  of 
my  uncle's  death.  Think  of  my  feehngs  then. 
But,  as  God  is  my  Judge,  it  was  an  accident,  not 
murder  !  I  never  meant  to  kill  the  old  man — no, 
no !  " 

He  hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  sobbed.  Fitz- 
herbert  still  sat  silent,  riveted  with  the  horror  of 
the  tale. 

"  Now  you  can  do  what  you  think  best,"  moaned 
the  wretched  man.  "  Denounce  me  if  you  like  ;  I 
don't  care !  " 

Yet  he  looked  pleadingly  at  his  friend,  as  if 
beseeching  his  sympathy  and  protection. 

"  It's  an  awful  business,"  said  the  Captain  at 
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last.  "  I  never  suspected  it  was  so  bad  as  this. 
But  that  money  and  those  papers ;  what  became 
of  them  ?" 

"I  threw  the  gold  away  on  the  moor,  and 
destroyed  the  notes  and  papers  next  day  at  Bar- 
ford.  Fitz,  old  man,  what  am  I  to  do  ?  Now  it's 
all  up  with  me  I  don't  mind  making  a  confession  ; 
but  if  I  should  live " 

"Leave  me  to  think  it  over,"  returned  Fitz- 
herbert.  "Go  to  rest  now.  Here,  I'll  give  you 
your  draught :  it  may  send  you  off  to  sleep." 

So  saying,  he  measured  out  the  potion  which  the 
doctor  had  left  for  the  patient.  Ealph  drank  it 
gratefully ;  and  presently,  as  if  relieved  to  some 
extent  by  the  confession  he  had  made,  dozed  off 
into  a  fitful  sleep.  The  Captain  sat  pondering 
darkly.  It  was  an  ugly  business,  as  he  had  said ; 
yet,  on  reflection,  he  did  not  see  as  yet  why  he 
should  interfere.  Ealph  was  his  friend,  his  pal, 
and  in  the  Captain's  dark  code  of  morality,  fidelity 
to  a  comrade  was  the  cardinal  virtue.  Besides, 
Ralph  was  rich  and  powerful,  and  the  downfall 
and  exposure  of  one  would  mean  certain  ruin  to 
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the  other.  Of  course,  if  the  accused  man  were 
actually  convicted  and  condemned  to  death,  it 
might  be  a  different  matter.  Fitzherbert  deter- 
mined to  wait  and  see. 

At  daybreak  Ealph  oj^ened  his  eyes,  and  saw 
the  Captain  still  sitting  by  the  bedside. 

"  Well,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  "  he  asked  eagerly. 
"Unless  I'm  dreaming,  I  told  you  everything  last 
night  ?" 

"You  did,"  replied  Fitzherbert;  "but  make 
your  mind  easy.  I  never  rounded  on  a  pal  yet, 
and  I'm  going  to  hold  my  tongue." 


(      31       ) 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

GUILTY    OR   NOT    GUILTY. 

On  the  very  day — the  very  hour — that  Ralph  and 
his  friends  were  "assisting"  at  that  memorable 
contest  on  the  river,  Jack  Heywood  was  on  trial 
for  his  life  at  Leeds  Assizes. 

During  repeated  interviews  Grainger  had  made 
persistent  efforts  to  induce  his  client  to  confide  in 
him,  so  as  to  prepare  some  theory  for  the  defence  ; 
but  he  always  obtained  the  same  answer,  the 
formula  of  which  was  simple  and  conclusive,  and 
was  contained  in  five  words — 

"  I  know  nothing  about  it." 

Then  the  lawyer  endeavoured  to  persuade  Jack 
to  admit  that  a  c^uarrel  had  occurred  while  he  was 
intoxicated ;  that  Jabez  had  struck  him,  and  that 
in   self-defence   he   had    struck   him   against   the 
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mantelpiece  (for  Grainger  had  carefully  examined 
the  counting-house  and  everything  in  it) ;  hence 
the  catastrophe.  Jack,  however,  declined  to  en- 
dorse this  theory  of  the  matter,  and  reiterated — 

"  I  know  nothing  about  it." 

Grainger  then  tried  another  tack.  He  got  a 
pair  of  medical  experts  to  examine  his  client,  with 
a  view  to  propounding  the  defence  of  insanity. 
This  line  was  more  untenable  than  the  other,  and 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  obtain  an  eloquent 
advocate  to  plead  extenuating  circumstances  to 
the  jury.  This  gentleman  did  his  duty  to  the  best 
of  his  ability ;  but  his  eloquence  was  powerless 
against  the  damning  w^eight  of  evidence.  The 
case  for  the  defence  having  closed,  and  the  counsel 
for  the  prosecution  having  replied,  the  judge 
proceeded  to  sum  up ;  and  having  put  the  case  for 
and  against  the  accused  with  judicial  impartiality, 
he  came  to  the  theory  of  the  defence — viz.  that 
the  crime  had  occurred  during  a  drunken  scuflfle. 

"  It  is  almost  trivial  for  me,"  said  his  lordship, 
**to  observe  that  a  man  is  not  excused  from  his 
crime   by  reason   of  intoxication   by  alcohol.     If 
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that  were  to  be  accepted  as  a  valid  defence,  the 
criminal  courts  might  as  well  be  closed  at  once, 
because  there  is  no  doubt  drunkenness  is  the 
cause  of  a  large  proportion  of  the  crime  committed. 
The  learned  counsel  for  the  defence  has  contended 
that  the  occurrence  was  accidental,  or,  rather, 
that  it  was  one  of  those  cases  coming  within  the 
term  of  manslaughter.  He  has  also  enlarged  upon 
the  evidence  as  to  character  given  by  the  witnesses 
for  the  defence,  and  the  universal  concurrence  of 
testimony  as  to  the  known  affection  which  for  so 
many  years  had  existed  between  prisoner  and 
deceased,  and  the  absence  of  motive  for  the  com- 
mission of  the  crime.  On  the  other  hand,  gentle- 
men, you  have  the  statement  of  the  witness  Yondal 
as  to  the  occurrence  at  Doncaster;  the  refusal  of 
deceased  to  lend  prisoner  money ;  the  quarrel  on 
the  homeward  journey ;  the  threats  of  violence  ; 
the  burglarious  entry  into  the  counting-house ;  the 
breaking  open  of  the  safe ;  the  rilling  of  the  cash- 
box  ;  the  abstraction  of  certain  bank-notes,  drafts, 
and  other  moneys,  and  the  subsequent  death  of 
Jabez  Pryke. 
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"It  is  true,  none  of  these  notes,  drafts,  or 
moneys  have  been  found  upon  the  accused,  and 
that  point  is  clearly  in  favour  of  the  prisoner. 

"It  is  for  you  to  decide  upon  the  matter 
^\'ithout  fear  or  favour.  If  you  believe  that  the 
accused  committed  this  crime,  it  is  your  duty  to 
find  him  guilty.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  you  have 
any  reasonable  doubt  on  the  subject,  it  is  your 
duty  to  give  the  prisoner  the  benefit  of  the  doubt." 

At  four  o'clock  the  jury  retired  to  consider  their 
verdict,  taking  with  them  the  plan  of  the  counting- 
house. 

Then  came  an  awful  and  unbroken  silence. 

Half  Deepdale  was  in  court — men  and  women 
who  had  known  the  prisoner  from  childhood. 
Jasper  and  Joan  Heywood  sat  at  the  solicitors' 
table  beside  Grainger.  A  lady,  closely  veiled,  was 
seated  'twixt  Jacob  Dene  and  the  vicar,  in  the 
gallery  to  the  left  of  the  dock.  Jack  looked  round, 
and  took  in  the  picture  as  if  in  a  dream. 

After  what  appeared  an  age,  the  jury  returned 
to  the  court,  and  the  judge  to  the  bench. 
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The  foreman  was  pale  and  agitated. 

"  How  say  you,  gentlemen  of  the  jury  ?  "  inquired 
the  clerk.  "  Is  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  guilty,  or 
not  guilty?  " 

"Guilty." 

The  court  surged  and  throbbed  as  if  with  one 
huge  pulse. 

"  Guilty,"  repeated  the  foreman  ;  "  but  the  jury 
desire  to  recommend  the  prisoner  to  mercy  on 
account  of  his  youth,  and  also  on  account  of  the 
condition  he  was  in  when  the  crime  was  com- 
mitted." 

Then  came  the  words,  "Prisoner  at  the  bar, 
have  you  anything  to  say  why  sentence  of  death 
should  not  be  passed  upon  you  ?  " 

"Yes  !  "  exclaimed  Jack. 

In  this  supreme  moment  he  recalled,  as  if.  by 
miracle,  all  that  had  occurred  on  the  night  of  the 
murder. 

"  My  lord,  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  he  con- 
tinued, in  a  clear  and  sonorous  voice,  "  I  have 
nothing  to  say  against  t'  verdict — it  couldna  be 
otherwise  :  but  for  the  sake  o'  those  I  leave  behind, 
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I  wish  to  clear  my  memory  from  this  foul  crime. 
I  was  ne'er  drunk  i'  my  life  until  that  night  at 
Doncaster,  and  t'  poison  went  to  my  brain  and 
made  me  mad.  After  we  left  Doncaster,  I  remember 
nowt  until  I  was  wakened  from  my  sleep  by  a 
voice  crying  '  Murder  ! '  Had  I  been  dead,  surely 
that  voice  would  have  brought  me  back  to  life.  I 
leaped  up,  and  ran  as  fast  as  my  feet  could  carry 
me  to  the  counting-house.  As  God  is  my  Judge, 
Jabez  lay  there  dead  before  me,  bathed  i'  his  own 
blood.  From  that  moment  until  this,  when  it  has 
pleased  t'  Lord  to  lift  the  cloud  fro'  my  brain,  all 
has  been  a  blank ;  but  now — now  that  I  see  and 
know  all,  now  that  I  realize  the  dreadful  truth,  no 
punishment  you  can  inflict  can  equal  what  I  sufifer 
already  in  the  knowledge  that  had  I  been  by  his 
side,  as  was  my  duty — had  I  been  a  man,  and  not 
a  drunken,  besotted  beast,  this  trouble  would  ne'er 
have  befallen  my  best  friend  \  As  for  his  murderer, 
he  is  in  the  hands  o'  God,  in  whose  name  I  declare 
that  I  am  innocent !  He  knows  it ;  Jabez  Pryke 
knows  it,  too ;  and  I  can  meet  him  wi'  a  clear 
conscience.     That  is  all  I  have  to  say." 
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The  judge  was  ai^parently  more  unmanned  than 
the  prisoner.  With  trembling  hands  he  put  on 
the  black  cap.  As  he  proceeded  to  pass  sentence, 
his  voice  was  choked  with  emotion.  Tears  streamed 
down  his  aged  cheeks ;  nor  his  alone,  for  there 
was  scarcely  a  dry  eye  in  the  place. 

When,  at  length,  the  last  awful  words  were 
uttered,  the  condemned  turned,  and  rapidly  left 
the  dock.  As  he  did  so,  a  piercing  scream  rang 
through  the  stillness.  The  veiled  lady  between 
Jacob  Dene  and  the  viear  fell  swooning  to  the 
floor,  and  the  court  broke  up  in  a  tumult  of  excite- 
ment and  confusion. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

UNDER  SENTENCE  OF  DEATH. 

When  overhauling  the  debris  of  Jabez  Pryke's 
rifled  cash-box,  Jacob  Dene  came  upon  a  rough 
memorandum  of  the  remittances  received  by  the 
morning's  post  on  the  day  of  the  murder.  There 
were  Bank  of  England  notes  to  the  value  of  two 
liundred  pounds,  drafts  payable  at  sight  for 
upwards  of  five  or  six  hundred  more,  besides 
acceptances  for  various  amounts.  Payment  of 
the  notes  was  immediately  stopped,  although  no 
notification  to  this  effect  was  published.  This 
precaution  was  adopted  in  the  hope  that  the  thief 
— always  assuming  the  notes  to  be  stolen — might 
be  taken  off  his  guard,  and  therefore  induced  to 
present  them  for  payment. 

Their  disappearance  was  the   one  missing  link 
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of  evidence  against  Jack  Heywood.  His  statement 
before  the  judge  coincided  entirely  with  the  theory 
that  these  notes  and  drafts  might  have  been  stolen 
by  a  third  person. 

Assuming,  for  the  sake  of  argument,  that  in 
some  aberration  of  intellect,  caused  by  his  mad 
drunkenness,  Jack  had  broken  into  the  counting- 
house  for  the  purpose  of  robbery,  that  he  had 
been  discovered  in  the  act  by  Jabez,  that  a 
deathly  struggle  had  then  ensued,  there  could  be 
no  possibility  of  doubt  of  the  fact  that  Jack  had 
been  actually  taken  prisoner  the  next  moment ; 
hence,  had  he  stolen  the  notes  they  must  have 
been  found  upon  his  person,  or  about  him.  They 
were  not  found  upon  his  person,  nor  could  any 
trace  of  them  be  found  anywhere. 

That  he  might  have  had  a  drunken  quarrel  with 
Jabez,  that  a  struggle  might  have  occurred  which 
culminated  in  the  awful  catastrophe  which  had 
befallen,  was  possible,  and  even  probable ;  but 
that  the  lad  could  be  a  thief — his  whole  life  and 
character  gave  the  lie  to  so  improbable  a  sup- 
position.    The  more   Jacob  Dene  thought  of  the 
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matter,  the  more  be  gravitated  towards  the  con- 
clusion that  Jack  was  innocent.  But  what  of  that 
if  a  judge  and  jury  had  found  him  guilty  ?  He 
was  condemned  to  death,  and  every  day,  every 
hour,  brought  him  nearer  to  his  doom. 

Had  Jacob  needed  any  incentive  to  exertion,  he 
would  have  found  it  on  all  hands,  both  at  home 
and  abroad.  At  home,  from  morning  to  night, 
his  wife  and  his  granddaughter  dinned  into  his 
ears,  "  Jack  Heywood  is  innocent,  and  must  be 
saved." 

It  was  easy  enough  to  emit  that  imperative 
"  must,"  but  'twas  difficult  to  give  effect  to  it. 

On  Saturday,  as  the  foreman  of  the  mills  gave 
utterance  to  the  same  opinion,  when  the  hands 
knocked  off  for  the  half-holiday  at  noon  they 
mobbed  him.  The  result  was  that  a  mass  meeting 
was  held,  a  memorial  was  prepared  then  and 
there,  and  signed  by  every  soul  capable  of  signing 
a  name  or  making  a  mark  ;  and  on  Monday  morn- 
ing Jacob  himself,  accompanied  by  Grainger,  the 
solicitor,  and  Kachel,  set  off  to  town,  taking  the 
memorial  with  them. 
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Immediately  on  their  arrival  they  went  down  to 
the  House  of  Commons,  where  they  obtained  an 
interview  with  the  member  for  Barford,  who  took 
them  to  the  Home  Secretary's  private  room.  This 
important  functionary  promised  to  communicate 
with  the  judge  who  tried  the  case,  and  if  the 
circumstances  required  investigation,  to  give  the 
matter  consideration. 

"If  they  require  investigation!"  burst  out 
Eachel.  "  They  do  demand  it,  sir.  An  innocent 
man  is  about  to  be  put  to  death,  and  thou  canst 
save  him  !  " 

''  My  dear  young  lady,"  replied  the  Secretary, 
"  I  can  do  nothing  of  the  kind ;  I  cannot  over- 
rule the  law.  People  arrive  at  the  conclusion  that 
I  am  all-powerful,  but  I  am  as  much  the  servant 
of  the  law  as  the  humblest  police  officer." 

"  But  he  is  innocent,  sir  !  " 

"I  have  been  told  that  of  many  murderers. 
The  other  day  I  was  assailed  with  a  general  howl 
of  execration  because  I  declined  to  interfere  with 
the  sentence  passed  on  a  cold-blooded  assassin, 
who,  within  an  hour  of  his  execution,  confessed 
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that  he  had  murdered  his  victim  under  circum- 
stances of  unutterable  atrocity." 

"But  this  man  is  no  assassin.  He  is  the  best 
and  bravest  of  men.  He  loved  the  murdered  man 
from  childhood.  The  murderer  is  a  thief,  who 
stole  the  money,  and  Jack  Heywood  never  stole  a 
farthing  in  his  life." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  Home  Secretary,  "  I 
promise  you  the  first  hour  I  can  spare  from  more 
pressing  duties." 

"  More  pressing  !  "  interrupted  Eachel.  "  None 
can  be  so  pressing  as  this.     His  life  is  in  danger." 

"  The  prisoner  has  an  eloquent  advocate." 

"  Nay,  not  an  eloquent,  but  an  earnest  one, 
sir,"  sobbed  Eachel.  "  He  saved  my  life,  snatched 
me  from  the  jaws  of  death,  and  I  should  take 
shame  to  myself  were  I  to  pause  at  any  means  to 
save  him.  Oh,  do,  sir,  do,  pray,  see  to  it  at  once 
— now,  this  instant !  For  God's  sake,  save 
him  !  " 

"  Have  you  the  papers  about  you  ?  "  inquired 
the  Secretary  of  Grainger. 

"  They  are  here,  sir,"  said  he,  presenting  them. 


UNDER   SENTENCE    OF  DEATH.  43 

"  Very  well ;  I  will  look  over  them  to-night 
when  I  get  home  ;  and  if  I  see  any  cause  for  inter- 
ference I  will  communicate  with  the  judge  at  once." 

"  May  we  see  thee  again,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Rachel. 

"  Hem,  I'm  not  quite  clear  about  that ;  the 
debate  on  the  Address  will  last  for  a  week  or  a 
fortnight.  Indeed,  I  ought  to  be  in  my  place  now. 
You  will  excuse  me." 

"  But  surely,  sir,  we  may  see  thee  again  ?  " 

"On  the  whole,  I  think  you  had  better  not; 
but,  on  my  honour,  the  matter  shall  have  im- 
mediate attention,  and  my  secretary  shall  acquaint 
you  with  the  result." 

With  this  cold  comfort,  he  left  them. 

It  was  now  Monday  night,  and  the  execution 
was  fixed  for  the  following  Monday. 

Six  days  from  doom  and  death  ! 

It  was  well  for  the  Home  Secretary  that  he  had 
resolved  to  grant  no  further  interview,  for  this 
intractable  young  lady  haunted  the  Home  Office, 
morning,  noon,  and  night  for  the  next  two  days. 

Though  the  great  man  himself  was  unapproach- 
able, his  secretary  was  daily  visible.     He  alleged 
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that  the  chief  had  looked  through  the  papers,  but 
could  not  decide  upon  the  matter  till  be  bad 
heard  from  the  judge,  to  •whom  he  had  already 
written. 

His  lordship  was  on  circuit. 

"  Where  is  his  lordship  ?  " 

"  At  York." 

"We'll  go  there  at  once,  grandfather." 

"  It  will  be  useless ;  the  judge  will  not  see  us." 

"He  shall  see  us,  and  hear  us,  too!"  cried 
Eachel. 

It  was  idle  to  remonstrate  with  her,  and  to 
York  they  went  by  the  mail  train — Grainger 
and  all. 

It  was  two  o'clock  on  Thursday  morning  when 
they  reached  the  Anstruther  Hotel. 

By  daybreak  they  were  at  the  judge's  lodgings. 
They  might  as  well  have  stayed  in  town,  for  the 
judge  was  obdurate,  and  declined  to  see  them. 
That  day  Eachel  wrote  quires  of  letters  and 
scores  of  telegrams  to  his  lordship,  which  all 
reached  the  same  destination — the  waste-paper 
basket. 
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Hour  after  hour  passed  while  she  waited  im- 
patiently for  answers  which  never  came.  She 
could  not  eat,  or  drink,  or  sleep. 

Burning  with  a  fever  of  unrest,  at  sunrise  she 
hurried  out  for  a  walk.  Save  for  the  casual 
labourer  limping  towards  his  daily  toil,  or  the 
railway  porter  lazily  coming  towards  the  station, 
or  the  worn-out  night  policeman  crawling  home 
from  his  last  beat,  the  city  was  still  at  rest. 
Crossing  the  railway-station,  she  walked  down 
towards  the  Minster.  Contemplating  its  rare 
quaint  beauty  with  but  languid  interest,  she 
hurried  back  and  ascended  the  city  walls,  and 
strolled  towards  the  Barbican. 

It  was  now  Friday  morning.  Only  three  days 
more,  and  then 

What  was  Jack  doing  now  ?  Was  he  thinking 
of  her?  Did  he  know  that  she  was  devoting 
every  energy  of  blood,  and  bone,  and  brain  to 
his  rescue  ?  Of  course  he  knew  that  she  believed 
him  innocent ;  she  had  written  to  say  so  ;  she 
had  told  the  old  people  ;  she  had  told  everybody 
so  a  thousand  times. 
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Three  days — only  three  days  ! 

By  this  time  she  had  crossed  the  Barbican,  and 
had  reached  the  walls  which  overhang  the  Con- 
vent. The  nuns  had  turned  forth  for  their  con- 
stitutional after  matins.  As  she  leant  down  to 
look  at  them,  they  melted  into  air,  and  she  saw, 
or  thought  she  saw,  a  prison — a  condemned  cell 
— a  face — his  face,  piteously,  but  speechlessly, 
appealing  to  her.  While  she  still  gazed,  the 
mirage  melted  into  the  morning  mist,  and  the 
raist  itself  faded  away  before  the  sun,  which  rose 
red  as  blood  from  behind  the  Convent. 

With  a  gesture  of  despair  she  threw  her  arms 
aloft,  crying,  "Oh,  God!  must  he  die?  Is  there 
no  help? — no  hope?"  As  she  sj)oke  the  words, 
she  came  face  to  face  with  a  little  gentleman,  clad 
in  a  shabby,  old-fashioned  coat  and  vest,  with  a 
baggy  pair  of  Oxford-grey  continuations  somewhat 
too  short  for  his  stumpy  little  legs,  and  disclosing 
half  an  inch  of  white  stocking  between  their 
extremities  and  his  loose-tied  clumsy  shoes.  His 
body  was  too  small  for  his  head,  which  was  broad 
and  massive,  and  covered  with  a  thatch  of  snowy 
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whiteness.  A  pair  of  shaggy  eyebrows,  black  as  a 
blacking-brush,  surmounted  the  eye  of  a  lynx,  the 
beak  of  an  eagle,  and  the  mouth  of  a  badger.  A 
huge  white  neckcloth  was  twisted  in  convoluted 
folds  round  his  neck — the  white  cambric  frill  of 
his  shirt  was  stained  with  snuff,  with  which  he  ever 
and  anon  furnished  his  nose  in  great  pinches  from 
his  vestcoat  pocket. 

To  complete  his  incongruous  appearance,  he 
wore  a  shabby  felt  parson's  hat,  pulled  down  over 
his  brows  after  the  fashion  of  the  Plantagenet 
period. 

This  gentleman's  face  was  cast  in  no  ordinary 
mould — once  seen,  it  was  not  easily  forgotten. 
She  had  seen  it  once  before.  Then  it  was  sur- 
rounded with  a  horse-hair  wig,  and  he  was  in  the 
act  of  placing  a  little  black  nap  upon  it ;  the  scene 
— the  voice — the  face — came  back  to  her  as  if  by 
inspiration. 

Throwing  herself  before  him,  she  cried,  "  God 
hath  not  brought  thee  here  for  nothing.  I  am 
Rachel  Dene !  The  man  condemned  to  death  at 
Leeds  a  little  while  ago  is  innocent !     Save  him, 
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or  at  least  grant  time  for  bis  innocence  to  be 
proved." 

The  old  gentleman  gave  a  long,  low  wbistle, 
and  muttered  to  bimself,  "Here's  a  pretty  kettle 
of  fisb  !  D d  bard  a  man  can't  take  a  con- 
stitutional or  look  at  a  pretty  girl  witbout  bein^' 
let  in  for  an  arrangement  of  tbis  kind." 

Altbougb  sbe  heard  him  mumbling,  she  could 
not  distinguish  a  word  of  what  he  said. 

"  Thou  dost  not  speak,"  sbe  continued.  "For 
God's  sake  give  me  some  hope." 

"I'm  not  clear,"  be  replied  sturdily,  "that  I 
ought  not  to  commit  you  for  contempt  of  court  for 
sending  me  those  indiscreet  letters,  and  those 
audacious  telegrams ;  or,  at  least,  to  give  you  in 
charge  to  the  nearest  police  magistrate.  But  I 
never  could  say  no  to  a  pair  of  bright  eyes  in  my 
life ;  so  get  up,  pray,  lady,  and  dry  your  eyes,  and 
don't  snivel — zounds,  don't  snivel,  but  listen  !  " 

"Yes,  yes,"  sobbed  Rachel. 

"  I  shall  be  in  town  to-morrow  night,  and  will 
see  the  Home  Secretary.  Beyond  that,  I  can 
say  nothing.      Though   the    heavens  should  fall. 
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justice  shall  be  done — that,  and  nothing  more  or 
less." 

Then,  with  a  kind  of  grim,  cynical  humour,  he 
continued,  "  Now  get  you  gone,  you  handsome 
hussy !  If  you  are  wise — though  I  suppose  it's 
idle  to  expect  a  woman  that's  pretty  to  be  prudent 
— forget  that  you  have  seen  me.  That'll  do. 
There,  you  needn't  kiss  my  hand." 

The  next  minute,  with  an  activity  beyond  his 
years,  the  old  gentleman  had  disappeared  down 
the  Barbican. 

When  she  returned  to  the  hotel,  Kachel  made 
an  attempt  at  breakfast — a  poor  one ;  still,  it  was 
an  attempt. 

While  she  was  hesitating  how  to  break  the  ice 
for  the  journey,  Grainger  came  from  the  Castle 
with  news  to  the  effect  that  the  assizes  would 
terminate  on  the  morrow,  and  that  the  judge 
would  return  to  town  that  night  by  the  express. 

"We  had  better  get  back  at  once,  grandpa'," 
said  Eachel. 

So  to  town  they  went,  having  previously  tele- 
graphed   Joan    and    Jasper    to    meet    them    at 
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Wakefield,  when  they  paused  for  five  minutes  to 
tell  the  old  couple  that  every  effort  was  being 
made  for  the  reversal  of  the  sentence. 

Both  Jacob  Dene  and  Grainger  urged  upon  the 
Heywoods  not  to  buoy  up  Jack  with  false  hopes. 
Rachel,  however,  sent  her  assurance  of  his 
innocence,  and  off  they  sped  to  town. 

That  night  she  slept  a  little,  but  woke  at  day- 
break to  go  over  her  interview  with  the  judge,  to 
recall  his  words,  his  tones,  his  looks.  He  would 
be  in  town  to-night ;  and  then — then,  only  twenty- 
four  hours  more. 

Were  she  a  man  she  could  go  forth  amongst  the 
multitude  which  seethed  up  and  down  the  Strand 
beneath  the  windows  of  the  hotel.  Being  a  girl, 
she  could  only  sit  still  and  suffer — no,  not  sit  still, 
for  she  paced  wildly  to  and  fro.  They  tried  to 
console  her ;  but  she  had  no  thought  for  any  one 
save  the  man  who  lay  under  sentence  of  death 
down  yonder. 

At  length  night  came,  and  with  it  came  a  cruel, 
crawling  fog,  which  wrapped  the  busy  thoroughfare 
in  darkness,  through  which  only  a  gleam  of  some 
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funereal  torch  could  be  seen,  while  a  roar  of  hoarse 
voices  arose  from  the  pandemonium  beneath. 
Presently  the  fog  penetrated  into  the  very  room 
in  which  they  sat,  peopling  it  with  phantoms.  It 
was  in  vain  that  Jacob  Dene  piled  the  huge  grate 
with  fuel ;  the  fog  remained  triumphant,  and 
they  could  scarcely  see  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room. 

By-and-by,  Grainger  glided  in,  grim,  and  grey, 
and  ghastly. 

*'  The  train  has  been  two  hours  late,"  he  gasped 
hoarsely ;  "  but  the  judge  has  arrived,  and  has 
driven  home  to  Berkeley  Square." 

"  Will  he  not  see  the  Home  Secretary  to-night  ?  " 

"  It  is  now  eleven ;  and  to  venture  out  again  in 
such  a  fog  as  this  would  be  to  tamper  with  his 
life." 

"  His  life  ! — his  / "  At  that  moment  she  thought 
of  only  one  life  in  the  world. 

Dawn  broke  cold  and  wet,  and  the  hours  sped 
faster  and  faster  still,  till  the  sun  gave  place  to 
shade. 

Night  was  falling  on  Kirkdale  Gaol. 
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With  beating  hearts,  Jasper  and  Joan  Heywood 
\Yere  taking  their  last  leave  of  the  lad  they  loved 
so  well,  when  Rachel  Dene  burst  into  the  prison, 
bearing  the  news  that  his  punishment  was  com- 
muted to  penal  servitude  for  Hfe  ! 
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PRISON    WALLS. 

When  the  news  reached  Calais  that  Heywood's 
life  had  been  spared,  it  exercised  a  salutary  effect 
on  the  young  Earl's  health. 

Ealph  got  better  daily,  and  in  about  a  month's 
time  he  was  well  enough  to  return  to  England, 
While  he  was  travelling  to  town  by  the  tidal  train, 
Jack  Heywood  was  travelling  in  the  same  direction 
from  another  point  of  departure.  The  Earl  was 
fashionably  attired,  and  a  first-class  saloon  car 
was  reserved  for  him  and  his  friends.  Jack  was 
clad  in  a  hideous  suit  of  home-spun,  marked  with 
the  broad  arrow,  and  he  and  his  friends — upwards 
of  four-and-twenty  of  the  greatest  ruffians  in 
England — were  securely  handcuffed  to  each  other, 
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and  packed  like  cattle  into  a  fourth-class  compart- 
ment. 

Our  hero's  journey  "was  unerentful  enough,  save 
for  one  incident.  To  be  sure,  his  new  acquaint- 
ances beguiled  the  time  with  conversation  full  of 
obscenity  and  blasphemy ;  but,  as  far  as  he  was 
concerned,  they  might  have  been  talking  in  an 
unknown  tongue.  He  sat  near  the  window,  and 
looked  listlessly  at  the  ever-changing  panorama 
as  the  train  whirled  by ;  but  neither  sight  nor 
sound  made  the  least  impression  on  his  darkened 
brain. 

At  last,  however,  he  heard  the  cry  of  "Don- 
caster  !  "  and  at  the  same  sound  he  awoke  with 
a  shudder  of  horror.  In  an  instant  it  all  came 
back  to  him.  That  fatal  Leger — the  Grand  Stand 
— the  drink— the  fight — her  pale  face,  with  its 
disdainful  and  reproachful  look.  Jabez,  too ! 
There  was  the  refreshment-room  opposite — where 
he  had  smashed  the  champagne  bottles.  Strange, 
too,  the  very  girl  who  waited  behind  the  bar  then 
was  now  drawing  tea  from  an  urn. 

As  he  looked  forth,  she  caught  sight  of  him.   He 
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shrank  back,  and  hid  himself  in  the  corner — but 
it  was  too  late  ;  she  had  seen  him. 

The  first  bell  rang.  The  passengers  streamed 
out  of  the  room  and  into  the  train.  The  girl  came 
running  out  with  a  cup  of  tea  in  one  hand  and  a 
jug  of  milk  in  the  other. 

Approaching  the  carriage,  she  said  to  Jack,  "Sup, 
lad  !     It'll  not  scald  thee  ;  see,  this  is  new  milk." 

His  heart  came  to  his  mouth  with  a  jump,  and 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  the  ruffianly  eyes  upon  him, 
be  could  have  cried  like  a  child. 

As  it  was,  he  gulped  down  his  emotion,  and  said, 
"  Nay,  thank  ye ;  I  cannot  drink  !  " 

"But  you  must !  "  replied  the  girl ;  "you  will, 
to  please  me." 

He  took  the  tea,  and  drank  it. 

"  God  bless  thee,  lass  !  "  he  gasped. 

"  God  bless  thee,  too,  lad ! "  she  responded, 
"  and  bring  thee  safe  through." 

The  ruffians  around  were  subdued  to  silence,  and 
tears  came  from  more  than  one  case-hardened 
heart  as  the  train  glided  away  towards  Peter- 
borough. 
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When  they  got  to  King's  Cross  the  van  awaited 
tliem,  and  they  were  driven  rapidly  to  Brixton. 
On  their  arrival  at  the  prison,  they  were  shunted 
into  an  open  space  for  examination  by  the  officials. 

Their  irons  were  now  taken  off,  and  they  were 
checked  and  counted  like  so  roany  beasts  of 
burthen.  A  receipt  was  given  for  them,  and  a 
soldierly  man,  in  an  undress  military  uniform, 
read  the  prison  rules  in  a  harsh  voice,  especially 
impressing  upon  the  new  arrivals  that  they  must 
observe  perpetual  silence  towards  each  other,  and 
that  any  broach  of  discipline  would  entail  so  many 
days  upon  the  crank,  accompanied  by  bread  and 
water. 

The  intelligence  was  received  with  a  growl  that 
was  peremptorily  suppressed. 

Then  the  warder  selected  Jack  and  a  fellow- 
prisoner  about  the  same  height,  and  beckoned 
them  to  follow  into  a  large  shed,  inside  which  they 
found  a  bath-room.  Here  they  were  ordered  to 
strip,  and  get  into  the  bath.  Jack's  companion 
evidently  understood  the  process.  At  any  rate, 
he  stripped  from  head  to  foot,  plunged  in  and  out 
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again  on  the  other  side,  and  slipped  into  a  new 
suit  of  prison  clothes,  marked  with  a  numher,  and 
certain  hieroglyphics  known  to  the  initiated. 

At  first,  Jack  was  disposed  to  kick  at  this 
revolting  busines<^,  but,  finding  the  water  clean, 
and  that  he  was  surrounded  by  half  a  dozen 
stalwart  six-footers,  he  concluded  not  to  resist. 
"When  he  had  finished  his  ablutions,  he  was  con- 
ducted to  his  cell,  an  apartment  four  feet  wide,  by 
seven  feet  long,  and  seven  feet  high.  A  small 
pane  of  glass  from  the  inside,  and  a  somewhat 
larger  from  the  outside,  lighted  up  the  place, 
discovering  a  hammock,  mattress,  a  blanket, 
and  a  pair  of  sheets,  some  straps  and  hooks,  a 
stool,  a  pannikin,  a  copper  washing-basin,  and  a 
Bible. 

The  warder  under  whose  charge  he  was  placed, 
said,  "  You  seem  a  decent  chap,  and  are  not  up 
to  this  game ;  take  a  straight  tip — if  you  want  to 
do  your  time  easy,  and  shorten  your  stretch,  keep 
your  crib  clean  as  a  new  pin ;  don't  talk,  don't 
grumble,  do  what  you're  told,  and,  above  all,  don't 
ask  any  questions.     Baggin  will  be  round  in  half 
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an  hour,  and  you  can  turn  in  to  roost  for  the 
night," 

The  door  closed  -with  a  bang,  was  locked,  barred, 
and  bolted,  and  Jack  was  alone,  or  rather  he 
thought  he  was;  but  just  as  he  had  arrived  at 
the  conclusion  that,  at  any  rate,  he  was  rid  of 
his  loathsome  companions,  he  heard  a  scratch- 
ing noise  from  the  other  side  of  the  partition 
to  his  cell.  Presently  the  sound  was  repeated 
— there  came  a  scratch  from  the  other  side, 
and  another.  He  didn't  know  what  to  make 
of  it. 

At  last  a  voice  whispered,  "  Mate,  are  you  one 
of  the  new  chums  ?  " 

Before  he  could  reply,  from  the  other  side  came 
the  inquiry,  "  Mate,  do  you  come  from  the  smoke 
or  the  steel?" 

"I  don't  understand,"  he  replied. 

"Don't  you?  Then  where  the  blazes  do  you 
come  from  ?  " 

"  Yorkshii-e,"  he  replied. 

"  Yorkshire  ?  "  continued  his  interlocutor.  "  The 
Yorkshire  tykes  are  the  downiest  coves  in  the  gang. 
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In  course,  you've  got  some  stuff?  Sling  us  a 
wing!  " 

*'  A  wing?" 

"A  pinch  of  stuff!  " 

"What  stuff?" 

*'  What  stuff  ?     Why,  baccy,  to  be  sure  !  " 

"  I  haven't  got  any  !  " 

*'  You  Yorkshire  ?  Why,  you're  a  regular 
wing ! " 

This  interesting  colloquy  was  interrupted  by  a 
loud,  strident  voice. 

"  What's  this  ?  What's  this  ?  Prisoners  talk- 
ing against  regulations  !  No.  91,  I  shall  report 
you  to-morrow  !     Here's  your  baggin  !  " 

With  that,  the  door  was  unbolted,  and  an 
attendant  threw  a  lump  of  bread  and  a  can  of  hot 
cocoa  into  Jack's  hands.  By  this  time  Jack  was 
hungry,  so  he  devoured  it  eagerly.  Half  an  hour 
afterwards  he  got  out  his  hammock,  and  slung  it. 
Five  minutes  later  he  fell  fast  asleep ;  body  and 
soul  were  wearied  out.  When,  at  last,  he  awoke, 
he  could  scarcely  realize  where  he  was ;  but  the 
next  minute  it  was  all  clear  enough.     He  was  a 
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prisoner  for  life.  For  life  ! — for  life  !  How  could 
he  ever  live  through  it  ? 

It  was  now  broad  day,  and  the  warder  opened 
the  door. 

"Attention,  No.  91!"  he  said,  in  a  whisper. 
"  I'm  not  a-goiug  to  report  you  for  last  night,  but 
mind  it  don't  happen  again  !  If  you  behave  your- 
self, I'll  get  you  put  on  a  good  gang  among  some 
decent  fellows." 

At  this  moment  the  bell  struck  four. 

"  Now  pack  up  your  traps  !  It  only  requires  a 
little  knack ;  I'll  show  you  how  to  do  it.  That's 
your  sort !  In  half  an  hour  baggin  will  be  served 
out ;  then  you've  an  hour  to  do  what  you  like  with 
before  chapel." 

As  yet,  Jack  retained  his  appetite,  and  he  did 
ample  justice  to  his  bread  and  cocoa.  When 
chapel  time  came,  he  was  ordered  to  fall  in 
amongst  a  hundred  or  more  men,  of  all  sorts, 
shapes,  and  sizes,  all  clad  in  the  same  hideous 
uniform  of  crime — all  with  cropped  heads  and 
clipped  beards;  some  with  foreheads  villainously 
low,  and  the  furtive,  restless  eye  of  the  habitual 
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criminal ;  some  with  features  and  demeanours 
which  spoke  of  refinement,  but  few  of  remorse. 

All  regarded  him  with  eager,  anxious  eyes. 

He  looked,  endeavouring  vainly  to  descry  some 
of  the  companions  of  yesterday's  journey;  but 
evidently  they  were  locked  in  another  part  of  the 
prison. 

As  the  word  "  Pall  in — quick  march  !  "  was 
given,  they  went  sharply  down  the  corridor  towards 
the  chapel. 

The  service  was  somewhat  inarticulately  set 
forth  by  a  sandy-haired  youth,  evidently  not  yet  out 
of  his  first  sleep.  At  a  signal  the  pious  congrega- 
tion fell  upon  their  knees  and  began  to  murmur 
the  responses ;  then  on  either  side  of  the  new- 
comer, under  cover  of  their  prayer-books,  the 
thieves  whisper  in  half  a  dozen  dissonant  voices. 
"  Are  you  a  new  chum  ?  "  "  How  long  have  you 
got  ? "  "  Are  you  a  lifer  ?  or  is  it  only  a  few 
years'  stretch  ?  "     "  What  are  you  in  for  ?  " 

These  were  something  like  the  words,  denuded 
of  the  blasphemy  by  which  they  were  preceded 
and  followed. 
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Being  a  man  of  the  people,  Jack  had  been 
accustomed  to  bear  bis  friends  garnish  their  daily 
talk  with  strong  adjectives  and  other  ornaments  of 
speech,  but  the  filth  and  obscenity  which  now 
assailed  his  ears  made  every  drop  of  decent  blood 
in  his  body  boil  with  a  loathing  he  could  not  con- 
ceal. Truly  the  House  of  God  seemed  changed  to 
a  Gehenna. 

After  chapel  he  was  taken  before  the  doctor,  who 
examined  him  as  to  his  bodily  health  ;  then  before 
the  curate,  who  examined  him  as  to  his  health 
spiritual ;  after  that  he  was  conducted  to  the 
prison-barber,  who  cropped  his  head  close  to  his 
poll,  but  spared  his  virgin  beard,  which,  in  truth, 
was  only  just  beginning  to  sprout ;  then  he  was 
taken  before  the  Governor,  who  was  fortunately  a 
soldier  and  a  gentleman. 

He  took  stock  of  the  new  prisoner,  gave  him 
permission  to  write  home,  which  he  did  at  once, 
and  handed  the  letter  to  the  warder  for  govern- 
mental inspection.  The  warder,  in  his  turn,  took 
stock  of  Jasper's  address,  with  results  to  be  here- 
after chronicled. 
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When  the  letter  was  despatched  Jack  was 
ordered  out  for  exercise.  He  prowled  round  and 
round  the  yard,  following  a  shambling  lot  of  gaol 
birds,  who,  despite  the  presence  of  the  officer  on 
guard,  tried  to  incite  him  to  conversation.  He 
had  no  heed  for  them ;  he  had  only  one  thought — 
escape.  But  as  he  looked  at  the  huge  walls, 
surrounded  with  their  impregnable  buttresses  ;  the 
iron-barred  windows ;  the  massive,  iron-bound, 
oaken  doors,  trebly  barred  and  bolted,  hope  died 
away  in  his  heart. 

It  was  still  early  in  the  day,  and  he  was  now 
taken  to  join  the  new  company  to  which  by  the 
Governor's  order  he  was  allotted.  In  a  large 
central  hall,  on  stools  apart  from  each  other,  sat 
forty  or  fifty  men,  variously  employed  ;  some  were 
mending  clothes ;  some,  very  old  men,  were  knit- 
ting stockings  ;  other  men,  apparently  of  a  superior 
class,  were  colouring  maps  at  a  bench  set  apart 
for  the  purpose.  To  the  last  detachment  he  was 
conducted,  and  as  this  was  a  sort  of  thing  to  which 
he  was  accustomed,  he  soon  polished  off  his  work, 
and  paused  to  take  stock  of  his  companions. 
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Despite  the  regulation  as  to  silence,  and  the 
repeated  interference  of  the  warders,  these  men 
were  as  communicative  as  they  were  inquisitive. 
One  vouchsafed  the  information  that  he  was  a 
barrister,  who,  in  a  moment  of  aberration  of 
intellect,  confounded  a  friend's  signature  with  his 
own  ;  another  alleged  that  he  had  been  a  banker, 
who  had  made  indiscreet  speculations ;  a  third  was 
an  author  who  had  a  misfortune ;  a  fourth  a  sea- 
captain  who  was  a  victim  to  a  conspiracy  on  the 
part  of  some  unknown  seamen ;  some  alleged  they 
were  innocent ;  others,  on  the  contrary,  boasted  of 
their  guilt. 

Presently  they  were  all  ordered  to  return  to  their 
cells  for  the  midday  meal,  which  consisted  of 
meat,  bread,  and  potatoes.  A  couple  of  hours' 
rest  followed,  for  those  who  were  so  disposed  ;  but 
for  Jack  there  was  no  rest.  Was  there  no  means 
of  escape  ?  he  asked  himself  again  and  again.  He 
would  find  a  way,  or  make  one. 

Were  they  thinking  of  him  at  home  ?  he  won- 
dered. Of  course  they  were;  there  could  be  no 
doubt  about   that.       There   could    be  no   doubt, 
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moreover,  that  they  believed  in  his  innocence.  But 
she — did  she  believe  him  innocent  ?  He  thought 
she  did ;  indeed,  he  knew  in  his  heart  of  hearts 
she  did.  He  thought,  too,  that  she  might  have 
loved  him  if  he  only  had  had  the  chance  to  woo 
and  win  her ;  but  no,  it  was  all  over  ! 

Another  bell,  afternoon  work,  the  evening  meal, 
then  locked  up  for  the  night. 

Presently  a  warder  came  round  with  orders, 
*•  Put  your  brooms  under  the  door  for  candles." 
Looking  down,  he  saw  a  gap  of  some  four  inches 
between  the  door  and  the  floor.  Instinctively  he 
shoved  forth  his  broom,  and  a  lighted  candle  was 
shoved  into  his  cell  by  a  convict  who  accompanied 
the  warder.  The  door  was  slammed  and  locked, 
and  they  passed  on. 

The  schoolmaster  had  given  him  "  Sir  John 
Mandeville's  Travels  "  to  read.  He  tried  to  in- 
terest himself  in  the  quaint  old  mariner's  story, 
but  the  letters  danced  up  and  down  before  him, 
for  his  heart  was  far  away. 

The  candle  fell  upon  the  floor.  Even  the  light 
had   been   a   companion,    and    now   that    it   was 
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out  he  Tvas  alone  with  his  sad  thoughts  and  his 
despair. 

Amidst  the  silence  came  the  crafty  scratch  of 
the  night  before  on  the  iron  partition  which  sepa- 
rated him  from  his  neighbour.  This  time  he 
scratched  in  reply.  Quick  as  thought  came 
the  thieves'  whisper  he  was  beginning  to  under- 
stand. 

"Mate?" 

"Well?" 

"  "What  have  you  doused  the  glim  for  ?  " 

"  It  fell  down  and  went  out." 

"  Then  sling  it  under  the  door,  here  to  the 
right." 

"What  for?" 

"What  for!  W^hy,  you  don't  suppose  I  want 
to  curl  my  hair  with  it,  do  you  ?  " 

"  But  you  have  a  light  burning  ?  " 

"  In  course  I  have.  But  I  don't  want  your'n  for 
burning ;  I  want  it  for  eating.  I  am  that  'ungry, 
I  could  eat  a  bullock  !  " 

.Jack  couldn't  withstand  this  appeal,  and  he 
blung  out  his  candle  to  his  voracious  neighbour. 
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who  scraped  it  into  his  cell  with  his  broom,  whis- 
pering, "  Joll}^  good  luck  to  you,  Yorkshire  ;  if 
ever  you're  up  a  tree,  and  I  can  give  you  a  lift, 
count  on  Ginger !  " 

Presently  came  the  last  bell,  and  the  prison 
was  at  rest.  Fortunately,  tired  nature  took 
compassion  upon  poor  Jack,  who  for  a  time 
forgot  his  troubles  in  the  blest  nepenthe  of 
sleep. 

Thus  passed  a  week  or  more  in  the  dreary 
routine  of  prison  life,  until  a  letter  came  from 
Deepdale,  so  soft,  so  tender,  and  so  sacred,  that 
it  inspired  him  with  hope.  Were  all  the  world  in 
arms  against  him,  he  was  sure  of  the  love  of  those 
two  fond  and  faithful  hearts.  She,  too,  had  been 
to  inquire  after  him ;  she  still  believed  him  inno- 
cent. Ah,  there  was  some  comfort  left ;  and  after 
all,  he  was  young,  and  life  was  strong  within  him  ; 
but,  indeed,  it  was  his  ever-abounding  vitality 
which,  apart  from  the  degradation,  made  prison 
life  so  hateful  to  him. 

Jones,  the  friendly  warder,  took  an  early  oppor- 
tunity of  informing  him    that  he,  too,  had  heard 
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from  Jasper  Hey  wood,  who  bad  seut  him  money. 
This  was  news  indeed  !  If  Jack  liked  he  could 
have  "stuff"  C.obacco).  He  didn't  care  for 
"stuff;"  but  Jones  thought  a  little  might  be 
desii'able  to  conciliate  his  neighbours,  this  being 
the  luxury  most  prayed  by  these  unhappy  wretches. 
Tobacco  was  accordingly  got,  and  Jack  doled  it 
out  liberally  amongst  his  immediate  chums,  with 
the  result  that  "Yorkshu-e"  became  amazingly 
popular,  more  especially  with  a  certain  sandy- 
haired  gent,  with  a  twist  in  his  eye,  who  confi- 
dentially informed  him  that  he  was  "Ginger,"  his 
next  door  neighbour. 

Thanks  to  the  underground  communication  thus 
established,  through  Jones,  Jack  was  enabled  to 
write  home  once  a  week,  and  got  an  answer  the 
next. 

He  was  glad  to  hear  that  the  invention  was  a 
great  and  pronounced  success,  and  that  Jacob 
Dene  had  behaved  most  handsomely  in  the  matter. 
Every  week  a  considerable  sum  was  placed  in  the 
bank  to  Jasper  Hey  wood's  account,  who  held  it  in 
trust  for  Jack. 
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By  this  time  he  head  grown  tired  of  colouring 
mnps,  so  he  asked  and  obtained  permission  for 
active  work,  and  was  put  at  the  head  of  the  build- 
ing gang. 

One  day  the  Governor  called  him. 

"  No.  91,"  said  he,  "you  have  a  clean  slate  and 
a  good  record,  without  a  single  black  mark.  Every 
good  mark  goes  towards  the  remission  of  your 
sentence;  and,  if  you  mind  what  3'ou  are  about, 
it  will  be  remitted  to  five-and-twenty  years,  perhaps 
even  less.     Think  of  that." 

He  did  think  of  it ;  he  thought  of  nothing  else 
by  day  or  night.  Five-and-twenty  years  !  It  might 
as  well  be  five-and-twenty  thousand  !  Long  before 
five  years  had  passed,  Eachel  Dene  would  be 
married  to  Ealph  Hollis,  perhaps  the  mother  of 
Ealph's  children.  There  was  madness  in  the  very 
thought. 

If  he  could  get  out — if  he  could  only  see  her — 
speak  to  her ! 

Time  was  getting  on,  days  had  lengthened  into 
weeks,  weeks  into  months,  months  were  crawling 
up  until  the  end  of  the  year  was  at  hand — the  end 
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of  the  period  when  Jack  Hey  wood  would  have  passed 
his  probation  at  Brixton,  and  be  transferred  to 
Portland,  Portsmouth,  or  Dartmoor.  From  those 
penal  settlements  escape  was  impossible  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

ANOTHER    CHANGE. 

At  last  one  day  the  Black  Maria  drove  up  to  the 
door  of  Brixton  Gaol,  and  a  tall,  gaunt  man,  clad 
in  convict's  garb,  and  heavily  ironed  on  either 
hand  to  two  armed  warders,  slipped  out  of  the 
prison  into  the  van,  followed  by  a  third  officer. 

No  one,  not  even  Joan  Heywood,  would  have 
recognized  the  prisoner,  but  the  convict  in  question 
was  No.  91 — in  other  words.  Jack  Heywood. 

Upon  arriving  at  the  railway-station,  he  and  his 
guards  were  rapidly  conducted  to  a  compartment 
especially  reserved  for  them ;  the  third  officer 
returned  to  the  booking-office,  took  four  tickets, 
despatched  a  telegram,  rejoined  his  friends  laden 
with  newspapers  and  refreshments,  solid  and 
liquid. 
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Tickets  were  duly  examined,  the  bell  rang,  and 
ofif  went  the  train. 

"Now,  No.  91,"  said  the  officer  in  charge,  play- 
fully,  "  we  don't  want  to  make  matters  more  dis- 
agreeable than  is  necessary.  Them  revolvers  are 
loaded ;  we  shan't  use  the  things  unless  we're 
obleeged,  but  we've  got  to  hand  you  over  alive  or 
dead  at  Dartmoor.     Which  is  to  be  ?  " 

"I  don't  care  which,"  replied  Jack,  listlessly. 

"  Oh,  that's  all  nonsense !  You're  only  a  lad 
yourself,  and  while  there's  life  there's  hope ;  j^ou 
don't  know  what  may  turn  up.  Anyhow,  what  I've 
got  to  say  is  this  :  If  you'll  give  us  your  word  not 
to  try  no  tricks  with  us,  we'll  take  them  bracelets 
off  your  wrists,  and  you  can  smoke  your  pipe,  and 
read  the  papers,  and  enjoy  yourself;  and  if  j-ou 
like  to  make  one  at  a  game  of  '  nap,'  why,  I  sha'n't 
say  no." 

"Take  these  cursed  things  off,"  replied  Jack, 
"and  I  pledge  you  my  word  I'll  ne'er  trouble 
you !  " 

As  much  to  the  relief  of  Jack's  captors  as  him- 
self, the  handcuffs  were  taken  ofif. 
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"  Have  a  smoke  ?  "  inquired  the  affable  officer. 

"No,  thanks." 

"  Have  the  paper,  then  ?  " 

"  Thanks !  " 

He  took  the  paper,  and  glanced  over  it  listlessly. 
There  was  nothing  in  it  to  interest  him,  so  he 
looked  through  the  window. 

As  he  took  in  the  ever-changing  beauty  of  hill 
and  dale,  of  wood  and  water,  his  thoughts  reverted 
to  the  peaceful  Yorkshire  valley,  the  village 
churchyard  where  his  mother  lay  sleeping,  and 
the  old  house  at  home,  and  those  who  loved  him 
there. 

"  What  is  the  reason  I  have  not  heard  from  my 
grandfather?"  he  inquired  abruptly. 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  one  of  the  men. 

"Look  here,  lads!"  said  Jack,  eagerly;  'Tve 
got  twenty  pounds  !  " 

"  The  devil  you  have !  Why,  you've  been 
searched  over  and  over  again  !  How  did  you 
manage  to  hide  it  ?  " 

"  Never  mind ;  that's  my  business  !  I'll  give 
you  ten  pounds  of  it  if  you'll  post  me  a  letter  !  " 
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"  Hand  it  over,  then  !  "  said  the  officer,  smiling 
at  his  comrades. 

Extracting  a  twenty-pound  Bank  of  England 
note  from  the  lining  of  his  jacket,  Jack  handed  it 
over  to  the  officer,  who  said  quietly,  "  I'll  get 
change  at  the  next  station." 

When  he  got  to  the  station  he  jumped  out, 
changed  the  note  at  the  booking-office  for  ten 
sovereigns  and  ten-pound  note,  and  bought  at  the 
bookstall  a  couple  of  sheets  of  note-paper,  an 
envelope,  an  automatic  pencil ;  then  he  bought  a 
bottle  of  whisky  in  the  refreshment-room,  and, 
thus  armed,  returned  to  the  carriage. 

"  There  you  are.  No.  91 ;  there's  your  tenner  ! 
Now,  Tom,  there's  three  pound  for  you  ;  three  for 
you,  Dick ;  three  for  this  child ;  and  another  for 
the  party  who  negotiated  the  transaction !  Now 
just  a  taste  to  wet  the  bargain !  " 

Then  he  opened  the  bottle  of  whisky,  and  sent 
it  round,  returned  to  his  pipe  and  his  game  of 
nap,  while  Jack  wrote  his  letter.  It  occupied 
him  some  time,  and  took  him  a  little  out  of  his 
trouble. 
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When  he  had  finished  and  sealed  it,  he  gave  it 
to  the  officer,  who  faithfully  undertook  to  post  it. 

The  journey  was  long  and  fatiguing  to  the 
officers,  but  Jack  could  have  wished  it  twice  as 
long,  for  it  was  still  a  glimpse  of  freedom,  the  last 
he  would  have  for  many  a.  day.  The  warders  grew 
very  jolly  over  their  pipes  and  whisky,  and,  at  last, 
they  prepared  their  dinner,  and  invited  Jack  to 
join  them,  which  he  did. 

Even  a  warder  is  a  man — that  is,  when  he's  not 
on  duty ;  and  as  these  fellows  began  to  talk  about 
house  and  home,  and  wife  and  bairns,  Jack's  heart 
softened  to  them.  Their  jollity  was  contagious. 
He  thought  he  would  like  a  pipe  ;  they  gave  him 
one,  and  as  he  saw  the  blue  fumes  ascending,  and 
the  blue  waves  toying  with  the  bosom  of  the  white 
shore,  or  coyly  kissing  the  bases  of  the  crimson 
tors,  he  remembered  that,  after  all,  he  was  only 
three-and-twenty ;  that  there  are  many  years 
betwixt  that  and  threescore  and  ten ;  that  while 
there's  life  there's  hope  ;  and  finally,  that  time  and 
he  were  a  match  against  any  other  two. 

Night  was  falling  when  they  reached  Portland, 
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manacled  together,  as  they  were  at  the  beginning 
of  the  journey. 

His  last  words  before  they  entered  the  prison 
were,  "  You  won't  forget  the  letter  ?  " 

The  officer  nodded.  Some  writing  took  place, 
and  some  official  documents  were  exchanged. 
While  this  was  being  done,  one  of  the  officials  said 
to  the  officer  in  charge,  "  I  scarcely  know  where  to 
put  him,  for  there's  been  the  devil  to  pay  within 
the  past  few  days  !  There's  been  a  mutiny — had 
to  call  in  the  sojers — and  some  of  the  ringleaders 
are  going  to  catch  toko  to-morrow.  I  expect 
they'll  get  it  hot,  for  our  old  man  won't  stand  any 
nonsense !  Let  me  see,  Jackson,"  he  continued  ; 
"3'ou  must  put  the  prisoner  into  cell  No.  171.  We 
can  arrange  about  his  billet  to-morrow ;  it's  too 
late  to-night." 

Jack  shook  hands  with  his  friendly  escort,  whis- 
pered once  more  "  The  letter  !  "  and  was  led  to  his 
cell,  where  he  soon  fell  fast  asleep. 

He  awoke  refreshed.  To  his  astonishment,  he 
was  not  called  up  as  early  as  usual.  Habit  had, 
howev.r,  become  second  nature,  and  up  he  jumped. 
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As  soon  as  he  was  stirring  came  the  usual  scratch- 
ing on  either  side,  and  the  usual  inquiries  from 
unknown  companions. 

From  these  interlocutors  he  gathered  corrobo- 
ration of  the  officer's  story  about  the  mutiny.  One 
or  two  of  the  ringleaders  had  been  shot  down  ; 
others  were  to  be  stripped  up  to  the  triangles  that 
morning. 

Presently  breakfast  was  served ;  the  men,  how- 
ever, in  this  part  of  the  prison,  were  all  confined 
to  their  cells — an  unusual  occurrence,  which  was 
explained,  however,  later  on,  when  the  cracks  of 
the  cat,  and  the  shrieks  of  the  wretches  under  the 
lash,  rang  through  the  corridors.  At  the  sound  of 
a  punishment,  a  chorus  of  sympathy  arose  from 
every  cell,  and  filled  the  place. 

"  Silence  there  !  "  roared  a  strident  voice. 

Every  man  was  silent,  for  he  knew  not  whose 
turn  might  be  next.  The  door  of  Jack's  cell  was 
suddenly  unlocked ;  the  same  voice  called  out 
"  No.  91,  step  out.  Eight  about  face — quick 
march  !  " 

Following  his  guide  past  the  quadrangle,  he  saw 
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a  sight  which  he  never  forgot,  which  he  never  will 
forget  to  his  dying  day. 

In  the  centre  of  the  square  three  half-naked 
men,  tied  up  to  the  triangles,  were  writhing  and 
shrieking  beneath  the  cat,  which  was  being  vigor- 
ously applied  to  their  bare  backs.  A  company  of 
soldiers,  armed  with  guns  and  bayonets,  formed 
round  the  square.  Ten  or  twelve  men  were  being 
led  half-flayed  alive  to  their  cells,  or,  presumably, 
to  the  infirmary. 

These,  then,  were  the  mutineers ;  and  an  awful 
set  of  ruffians  they  looked.  As  they  staggered 
along,  their  yells  of  agony  and  their  revolting 
blasphemies  filled  the  air.  At  this  moment  Jack 
almost  canoned  against  a  convict  with  a  black  face 
and  a  bag  of  soot  thrown  over  his  shoulder. 

"  You  here,  Yorkshire  ?  "  said  a  familiar  voice. 
"  I  thought  you'd  taken  your  hook." 

"  Ginger  !  "  exclaimed  Jack. 

"  Yes,  Ginger.  Brixton  was  purgatory  ;  but  this 
is  hell !  " 

"  Silence  !  "  roared  the  officer,  and  the  man 
passed  on. 
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When  Jack  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  a 
stern  military-looking  man  of  threescore  and 
upwards,  he  brought  himself  to  attention,  and 
executed  the  requisite  salute. 

"Name  and  register?"  demanded  the  Go- 
vernor's clerk. 

"Name,  Heywood ;  I  have  no  register  yet," 
replied  Jack. 

"  Officer,  see  that  this  man  has  a  register. 
Prisoner,  we  have  a  good  record  in  your  favour 
from  Brixton,  so  we'll  give  you  a  chance.  Only 
mind,  no  nonsense ;  you've  seen  how  we  deal  with 
mutiny  here.     Take  him  away." 

The  next  moment  he  was  led  out  of  the  office, 
and  conducted  towards  the  bath-room.  The  water 
looked  cleaner;  besides,  as  he  had  it  all  to  him- 
self, he  rather  enjoyed  it  than  otherwise.  Ten 
minutes  later  he  found  himself  in  a  room  filled 
with  photographs  of  prisoners.  Here  he  en- 
countered Ginger  disguised  in  a  clean  face.  He 
had  had  his  photograph  taken  twice,  once  in 
his  prison  dress,  and  once  in  a  kind  of  nonde- 
script civilian  costume,  which  comprised   in  one 
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and  the  same  garment,  coat,  vest,  shirt,  neck- 
cloth. 

"  Ha,  Yorkshire  !  "  said  the  voice  of  Ginger ; 
"  come  to  have  your  pictur'  taken  ?  Mine's  first 
rate.  I'm  goin'  to  ax  the  cove  to  let  me  have  one 
to  send  home  to  the  old  ooman." 

"  Silence  ! — clear  out !  "  said  a  warder. 

Ginger  disappeared,  and  another  convict 
emerged  from  the  inner  room. 

"  This  way,"  said  the  warder,  as  he  led  Jack  to 
the  studio. 

The  photographer,  who  was  himself  a  convict, 
was  busily  arranging  the  camera. 

"  Sit  down  yonder,"  said  he  brusquely,  "  and 
put  your  head  in  the  rest." 

"  To  be  handed  down  as  a  thief,  in  a  thief's 
dress  !     I  decline  !  " 

"Now,  my  man,"  said  the  warder,  "do  listen  to 
reason,  or  you'll  get  into  trouble." 

"  You  may  spare  your  speech.  I  won't  be  taken 
in  this  infamous  garb  !  " 

"  Then  we  shall  have  to  tie  you  down." 

"  Yuu'd  better  not." 
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Again  the  warder  sounded  bis  whistle,  again 
came  two  of  his  myrmidons,  and  another  conflict 
occurred,  during  which  the  camera  was  smashed  to 
pieces,  and  Jack  was  overpowered  and  ironed,  and 
taken  before  the  Governor. 

"  Six  days  dry  bread  and  cold  water,  and  a  hun- 
dred marks.  Lock  him  up  !  "  was  all  the  autocrat 
vouchsafed  to  utter. 

That  night  Jack  was  famished  with  hunger. 

Directly  after  the  lights  were  out,  he  heard  a 
scratching  at  the  wall.  As  soon  as  he  scratched 
in  reply,  there  came  the  thieves'  whisper,  to  which 
he  was  now  becoming  accustomed. 

"  Hi,  Yorkshire  !  " 

"  Here  !  " 

"  I'm  Ginger  !  " 

"Where  are  you?  " 

"Here  to  the  right!  Hist!  I  sweep  the 
chimbleys,  and  have  the  run  of  the  shop.  I've 
got  some  grub  for  you — some  toke  and  a  piece  of 
cold  beef.  I'm  a-going  to  sling  it  under  the  door ; 
put  your  broom  out !     Got  it  ?  " 

"Yes!" 
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"  That's  right !     Old  Jenkins  won't  starve  you 
while  Ginger  can  nobble  a  bit !  " 
"Who's  Jenkins?" 
"  Your  warder  !  " 

Thanks  to  Ginger,  "  Old  Jenkins  "  did  not  quite 
starve  his  j)risoner. 

At  the  end  of  his  six  days,  Jenkins  came  and 
marched  Jack  once  more  towards  the  photo- 
grapher's studio.  This  time  he  positively  refused 
to  enter  the  room. 

"All  right,  my  lad,"  said  Jenkins.  "  Now  will 
you  walk  to  the  Governor's  office,  or  must  we 
carry  you  ?  " 

"  I'll  walk,"  replied  Jack. 
The  autocrat  was  more  irate  than  ever. 
"  Nine  days'  confinement — bread  and  water — two 
hundred  marks — put  him  into  second  probation — 
and  send  him  with  No.  16  to  the  West  Quarry  !  " 

"Please,  sir "  said  Jack. 

"Out  with  him  !  " 

"  One  moment !     I  expect  a  letter " 

"  Obdurate  refractories  forfeit  all  right  to  letters. 
See  Ilegulation  No.  10." 
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"  But  I " 

"  Take  him  away  !  " 

Jack  went  back  to  his  cell  without  a  word. 
That  night  Ginger  came  to  the  rescue,  with  a 
hunch  of  bread,  and  a  slice  of  boiled  mutton. 

"What's  second  probation?"  inquired  Jack, 
through  a  chink  in  his  cell. 

"You'll  be  moved  to  the  punishment  cells — a 
couple  0'  screws  will  be  told  off  to  look  arter  you, 
so  that  nobody  can  come  a-nigh  you ;  but,  never 
you  mind,  Yorkshire ;  j^ou  can  allays  depend  on 
Ginger ! ' 

Jack  did  his  nine  days,  and,  thanks  to  the 
faithful  Ginger,  came  out  stronger  than  he  went 
in.  Next  day,  came  two  warders  to  escort  him  to 
the  West  Quarries.  They  were  the  two  fellows 
with  whom  he  had  the  conflict  at  the  bath. 

"  It's  our  turn,  mate,  now,"  said  one  of  these 
gentlemen  ;  "  and  see  if  we  don't  cry  quits  !  " 

Jack  had  made  up  his  mind  to  control  his 
tongue.  His  escort  handed  him  over  to  the  officer 
in  charge  of  the  gang,  who  gave  him  a  pickaxe, 
and  set  him  at  some  utterly  useless  work,  after 
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giving  certain  directions.  This  done,  he  was  set 
apart  at  a  distance  of  ten  or  twelve  paces  from  the 
rest  of  the  gang,  who  worked  in  couples,  tickling 
the  ground  with  their  pickaxes,  while,  despite  the 
regulations,  they  laughed  and  talked  to  each 
other. 

When  they  knocked  off  at  meal-times,  his  two 
friends  came  and  took  charge  of  him,  and  marched 
him  back  to  his  cell  for  dinner.  No  reproaches  of 
these  fellows  could  move  him  to  utter  a  word. 

Back  again  to  work  after  dinner — back  to  his 
cell  for  the  evening,  still  guarded  in  the  same 
manner.  But  the  seclusion  to  which  he  was  con- 
demned was  rather  agreeable  than  otherwise,  for 
he  was  left  alone  in  chapel  even,  where  he  had 
now  a  pew  to  himself. 

This  daily  routine  was  broken  by  the  weekly 
bath — the  weekly  medical  examination — a  talk 
with  the  schoolmaster,  who  never  failed  to  bring 
him  some  interesting  book — a  theological  argu- 
ment with  the  chaplain,  and  Sunday  parade  before 
the  Governor,  and  a  nightly  banquet  smuggled 
into  his  cell  by  his  friend  Ginger.     Day  after  day 
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he  asked  for  letters,  but  with  the  stereotyped 
answer,  "None !  " 

Then  came  upon  him  once  more  the  ferocious 
desire  for  freedom.  Morning,  noon,  and  night,  he 
thought  of  nothing  else.  In  his  mad  eagerness  he 
never  paused  to  calculate  the  almost  absolute  im- 
possibility of  escape,  or  that  his  prison  garb  would 
inevitably  lead  to  his  immediate  recapture.  He 
remembered,  too,  that  the  warders  were  armed, 
and  that,  their  orders  being  imperative,  they  would 
not  hesitate  to  shoot  him  down  if  they  caught  him 
attempting  to  escape. 

After  all,  he  could  but  die  once,  and  anything 
was  better  than  this  cruel  life.  If  the  chance 
came,  he  would  take  it.  It  came  sooner  than  he 
had  anticipated. 


86  RACHEL   DENE. 


CHAPTER  XXni. 

CAPTAIN   FITZHERBERT. 

Meanwhile,  while  Heywood,  the  convict,  was  suf- 
fering a  living  death,  Ealph,  the  Earl,  had  come 
back  from  death  to  life.  But  coincident  with  the 
recovery  of  his  health  was  the  deadening  of  his 
moral  sense.  Satisfied  that  his  secret  was  safe 
with  Fitzherbert,  he  no  longer  thought  of  personal 
martyrdom,  and  his  thoughts  again  set  to  the  old 
centre — Rachel  Dene. 

He  returned  to  London,  young,  handsome,  rich, 
courted  and  admired.  What  could  the  heart  of 
man  desire  more  ?  Unfortunately,  however,  there 
was  a  skeleton  in  his  lordship's  cupboard  which 
gave  him  no  rest  by  day,  no  sleep  by  night,  which 
set  his  fevered  blood  afire,  and  drove  him  forth  to 
seek  forgetfulness  in  what  men  call  pleasure.     Go 
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where  be  might  by  day  or  night,  by  bed  and  board, 
he  was  dogged  by  two  ghostly  phantoms — the  ghost 
of  a  dead  crime,  and  the  present  apparition  of  a 
living  trouble. 

There  were  times,  indeed,  when  Ealph  felt  in- 
duced to  end  his  misery.  He  would  atone  for  the 
past — would  speak  the  truth — would  accept  dis- 
grace, infamy,  punishment,  and  set  his  rival  free. 
These  movements  of  remorse,  however,  were  of 
brief  duration  ;  he  kept  a  smiling  face  to  the  world 
while  his  heart  was  tortured  by  ever  present  agonies 
—agonies  which  were  rendered  doubly  painful  to 
bear  from  the  knowledge  that  his  guilty  secret  was 
known  to  another. 

But  although  Fitzherbert  now  knew  all,  his 
attachment  to  his  friend  was  great,  his  devotion 
sincere.  What  he  knew  he  knew,  but  he  kept  the 
knowledge  to  himself,  and  all  reference  to  the 
subject  was  tabooed  between  them. 

To  speak  the  truth,  the  Captain  was  just  then 
deeply  occupied  with  one  object,  destined  to  become 
the  main  object  of  his  life.  The  Oriental  charms 
of  Julia  O'Gallagher,  with  whom  he  was  brought 
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into  almost  daily  contact  through  his  intimacy 
with  her  father,  had  been  too  much  for  his  peace 
of  mind ;  but,  with  a  reticence  not  too  character- 
istic of  his  class,  he  kept  his  feelings  to  himself, 
and  only  proved  them  by  a  hundred  acts  of  simple 
devotion.  He  was  neither  unselfish  nor  high- 
minded  ;  he  lived  to  a  great  extent  by  professional 
gambling  ;  he  was  familiar  with  every  form  of  dis- 
sipation ;  but  he  was  capable,  when  his  affections 
were  strongly  awakened,  of  great  tenacity  and 
faithfulness.  Every  day  strengthened  the  links  of 
the  chain  which  the  beautiful  girl  had  woven 
around  him.  Every  day  also  drew  him  into  closer 
connection  with  the  gay  old  heathen,  her  father. 

The  Major  was  floating  on  thin  ice ;  when  once 
the  thaw  came,  down  they  must  go  into  the  deep 
waters  of  wrecked  reputations.  At  present  the 
fifty  or  sixty  per  cent,  people  were  accommodating 
enough,  but  the  end  was  near  at  hand. 

Meanwhile,  there  were  cosy  dinners  and  card 
parties  at  Montpellier  Square  and  elsewhere,  picnic 
parties  to  Lewes  and  Goodwood,  and  all  the  rest 
of  it. 
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The  gallant  Major  had  called  upon  Mrs.  Hollis 
upon  his  arrival  in  town,  and  Julia  had  accom- 
panied him.  The  Colonel's  widow  had  been  struck 
with  the  girl's  beauty  and  accomplishments,  but 
had  instinctively  felt  that  she  was  a  dangerous 
person  to  be  near  the  Earl ;  indeed,  she  was  still 
convinced  that  there  was  but  one  possible  bride  for 
her  darling,  and  that  was  the  heiress  of  Deepdale. 

But  Julia  O'Gallagher  was  innocent  of  any 
designs  on  the  young  Earl's  heart.  She  was,  con- 
sidering her  education  and  her  surroundings,  sin- 
gularly pure  and  unworldly.  Had  she  possessed 
more  subtlety  and  less  sincerity,  more  head  and 
less  heart ;  had  she  been  a  little  less  honourable, 
and  a  little  more  unscrupulous  ;  in  fact,  had  she 
been  the  least  bit  wicked,  she  might  have  been  the 
queen  of  the  demi-mondaine  world. 

Consciously  or  unconsciously,  she  accepted  the 
single  devotion  of  one  man.  Fitzherbert  was  not 
a  very  brilliant  person,  or  a  very  handsome  man, 
but  he  had  pleasant  ways,  was  loyal  and  devoted, 
modest  and  manly.  Of  course,  he  was  not  clever ; 
but  then,  as  he  remarked  to  Ealph,   "  She  was 
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clever  enough  for  both."  In  fact,  Julia  regarded 
him  more  as  a  great  mastiff  to  run  her  errands,  to 
guard  her  here  and  there  to  the  theatre  or  the 
pictures  while  papa  was  pi  ay  in  ^^  poker  at  the  club. 
The  girl  was  lonely,  she  had  no  companions  of  her 
own  sex,  while  the  men  of  her  father's  set  were 
ostentatious  in  their  admiration  of  her  beauty. 
One  fellow  of  high  lineage  actually  dared  to  insult 
her.  Fitzherbert  saw  it  and  said  nothing,  but  he 
thought  the  more.  Next  night  he  picked  a  quarrel 
with  my  lord  at  the  club,  ostensibly  about  cards, 
and  thrashed  the  offender  within  an  inch  of  his  life. 

The  Major  was  present.  If  there  was  one  thing 
more  than  another  the  O'Gallagher  delighted  in  it 
was  a  fight,  and  the  next  morning  at  breakfast  he 
entertained  Julia  with  a  full,  true,  and  particular 
account  of  the  combat. 

"  How  did  it  begin,  papa  ?  "  inquired  Julia,  un- 
suspiciously. 

"It  was  something  about  a  murder.  My  lord 
said  something  ru.le  to  Fitz,  and  then  somehow 
the  fight  began.  But  you'll  see  all  about  it  in  the 
evening  papers." 
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Julia  listened  with  heaving  breast  and  flashing 
eyes,  but  said  nothing. 

The  Major  had  to  break  a  horse,  and  he  disap- 
peared soon  after  breakfast.  The  Captain  usually 
looked  in  either  before  or  after  luncheon,  but 
to-day  he  did  not  come  at  all.  Julia  missed  him 
as  she  had  never  missed  him  before.  The  day  was 
long  and  dreary ;  with  a  woman's  instinct,  Julia 
had  guessed  the  truth  fi'om  the  first.  She  was  the 
cause  of  the  encounter,  and  poor  Fitzherbert  was 
her  champion.  She  began  to  love  him  from  that 
moment. 

At  last  came  the  evening  papers,  with  a  sensa- 
tional account  of  the  fracas  of  the  night  before. 

She  waited  up  till  her  father  came  home.  She 
looked  down  from  the  landing  on  to  the  hall  below. 
When  she  found  the  Major  was  alone  she  hurried 
away  with  a  sigh  of  disappointment,  and  crept  up 
to  bed.  But  not  to  sleep  ;  there  was  little  sleep 
for  her  that  night. 

Another  day  passed  in  the  same  manner.  The 
Major  did  not  dine  at  home,  and  she  was  alone  all 
the  evening.     She  went  to  the  piano,  and  began 
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to  play  some  of  Mendelssohn's  "  Songs  without 
Words."  By-and-by  she  took  down  a  volume  of 
Tennyson,  and  sought  "  Mariana  in  the  Moated 
Grange."  All  the  loneliness  of  her  life,  all  the 
misery  of  her  position,  came  upon  her  as  she  read, 
and  she  cried  like  a  child.  Fitzherbert's  cause  was 
now  as  good  as  won. 

The  Earl  and  the  Captain  were  due  at  dinner 
next  day.  About  one  o'clock  Ealph  called,  but  he 
was  alone. 

"  I've  called,"  said  he,  "  to  ask  you  to  excuse 
Ned  and  myself  to-night.  The  Denes  are  up  in 
London.  They  are  only  here  for  a  day  or  two,  and 
they  are  strangers  in  town.  They've  asked  me  to 
dine  with  them." 

"Does  Captain  Fitzherbert  accompany  you?" 
asked  Julia. 

"No,  not  exactly,"  answered  Ealph,  with  a  laugh. 

"  We  have  not  seen  him  these  three  days," 
continued  the  girl.  "  There  is  nothing  the  matter, 
I  hope?" 

"  Nothing  particular,"  laughed  Ealph.  "  Only 
he  is  not  quite  presentable." 
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"  I  do  not  understand  you." 

"  Well,  you  see  he  has  a  pair  of  black  eyes,  and 
be  doesn't  care  to  be  seen." 

"■  Tell  him  to  come  here  ;  never  mind  his  eyes," 
said  Julia,  eagerly. 

"  At  once?" 

"Immediately!  I  must  see  him  on  particular 
business." 

When  Ealph  gave  the  message,  Fitzherbert 
jumped  into  the  first  passing  hansom,  and  drove  to 
Montpellier  Square.  When  he  entered  the  drawing- 
room  Julia  was  at  the  piano  playing  the  "  Bridal 
March  "  from  Mendelssohn.  At  the  sound  of  his 
footstep  she  sprang  up  ;  and,  falling  on  his  neck, 
slie  kissed  him.  Then  she  burst  out  crying,  and 
he  consoled  her. 

When  the  Major  came  in  to  dinner  she  took 
the  Captain  by  the  hand  and  led  him  to  her 
father. 

"  Your  blessing,  papa,"  she  said ;  "  we  are  going 
to  be  married  !  " 

The  Major  started  as  if  shot. 
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"Do  you  mean  it?"  he  cried.  "Sure  you're 
joking !     What  are  you  going  to  live  upon  ?  " 

"  On  love,  papa,"  answered  Julia,  smiling, 

"Well,  that's  poor  sustenance;  but  there!  I 
know  you'll  have  your  own  way — so  take  her,  Fitz, 
nay  hoy,  and  take  my  blessing  along  with  her. 
But  mind,  there's  to  be  no  hurry  about  the  mar- 
riage !     You'll  have  to  wait  a  bit." 

"As  long  as  you  like,"  returned  the  Captain; 
"  that  is,  any  time  in  reason." 

So  it  was  settled,  and  from  that  day  forth  Fitz- 
herbert,  in  spite  of  debts  and  duns,  was  the 
happiest  fellow  in  the  world.  His  whole  nature 
seemed  to  change.  He  cared  no  more  for  billiards 
or  for  cards,  and  was  never  happy  away  from 
Montpellier  Square.  Again  and  again  he  said  to 
himself  that  he  would  turn  over  a  new  leaf  when 
Julia  became  his  wife.  He  dreamed  of  a  cottage 
in  a  wood,  of  rural  felicity,  of  a  bright  fireside,  of 
loving  little  children.  Many  were  the  delicious 
ti'te-a-tctes  he  had  with  Julia  in  those  happy  days 
of  their  first  engagement. 

"My  darling,"  he  would  saj',  "you've  made  a 
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new  man  of  me.  I  wish — I  wish  I  had  known  you 
earlier ;  it  might  have  saved  me  from  a  deal  of 
misery.  I  know  I'm  not  worthy  of  you — no  one 
could  be  worthy  of  you — but,  God  willing,  I'll  do 
my  best." 

He  meant  what  he  said,  and  had  Fortune  been 
kinder  to  him,  he  might  have  effected  a  complete 
reformation.  Nature  had  intended  him  for  an 
honest  man ;  Fortune,  which  so  often  mars  the 
handiwork  of  Nature,  had  done  her  best  to  blacken 
his  character,  but  could  not  altogether  change  his 
disposition.  He  had  shown  that  he  could  be 
faithful,  even  culpably  devoted,  to  an  unworthy 
friend.  Time  was  to  show  to  what  heights  of  self- 
sacrifice  even  this  poor  fellow  could  attain,  when 
stimulated  and  strengthened  by  the  one  ennobling 
passion  of  his  otherwise  wasted  life. 


RACHEL   DEXE. 


CHAPTER  XXIY. 

RACHEL    ON    THE    WATCH. 

The  lines  of  our  life  drama,  which  are  destined  to 
unite  in  the  sequel,  have  been  wandering  far  away 
from  Eachel  Dene,  who  has  been  standing,  as  it 
were,  apart,  a  spectator  of  certain  acts  in  which 
she  scarcely  took  a  part.  She  had  not  been  idle, 
however,  but  had  been  working  with  all  her  might 
for  the  deliverance  of  the  man  she  loved.  When 
she  found  that  all  her  efforts  were  in  vain,  that 
beyond  securing  his  reprieve  from  the  capital 
punishment  she  could  do  nothing,  she  felt  as  if 
her  heart  was  broken.  A  long  and  serious  illness 
followed;  and  when  she  emerged  again  from  her 
chamber  she  looked  several  years  older,  and  full  of 
weariness  of  the  world.  To  deepen  her  trouble, 
she  found  that  the  stern  heart  of  Jacob  Dene  was 
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firmly  set  against  her  lover.  The  proof  of  his 
guilt  had,  indeed,  been  overwhelming,  and  the  old 
Quaker,  as  we  know,  had  little  or  no  mercy  on 
wrong-doers. 

"  Thou  must  forget  him,"  he  said.  **  He  has 
sinned  against  God  and  man,  and  must  take  his 
punishment.  From  this  day  forth,  think  no  more 
of  him  or  his." 

"  But  he  is  innocent,"  she  pleaded.  "  I  hioxv 
he  is  innocent.  I  have  known  it  from  the  first. 
Let  me  go  to  him  ?  Let  me  write  to  him  ?  Let 
me  show  him  that  one  soul,  at  least,  beheves  in 
him,  and  prays  for  his  deliverance '?  " 

This,  however,  was  forbidden,  and  all  the  poor 
girl  could  do  was  to  share  her  grief  with  the  old 
couple  at  the  cottage.  From  there  she  heard  of 
Jack  from  time  to  time,  though  there  came  loving 
messages,  to  which,  in  spite  of  her  grandfather's 
warning,  she  returned  tender  answers.  But  as  time 
went  on,  and  no  hope  came,  Rachel  drooped  more 
and  more  under  the  weight  of  her  heavy  sorrow. 

Since  the  night  of  the  murder,  Ealph  Hollis 
had  not  returned  to  Deepdale ;  but  he  had  heard 
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at  intervals  from  the  Denes,  and  knew  all  that 
was  going  on,  so  that  when  Kachel  appeared  in 
London  he  was  not  astonished  to  find  her  so 
greatly  changed.  The  sight  of  her  face,  which 
seemed  the  more  beautiful  for  its  sorrow,  revived 
in  the  young  man's  heart  all  the  fire  of  his  old 
passion.  He  was  wise  enough,  however,  to  hide 
the  true  nature  of  his  feelings,  and  to  offer  her 
only  the  most  respectful  sympathy.  She  found, 
to  her  surprise,  that  he  was  quite  prepared  to 
become  her  confidant,  to  talk  to  her  for  hours 
together  on  the  theme  nearest  to  her  heart,  and 
in  her  simplicity  she  trusted  him,  and  was  very 
grateful. 

Coming  straight  from  Montpellier  Square  after 
the  interview  described  in  our  last  chapter,  he 
drove  to  the  hotel  in  South  Kensington,  where  the 
Denes  were  staying,  and  found  Eachel  alone  in 
the  drawing-room.  His  heart  leapt  joyfully  as 
she  came  to  him  with  outstretched  hands. 

"I'm  so  glad  thou  hast  come  early,"  she  cried. 
"  Grandpapa  is  away  in  the  City,  and  I  am  very 
lonely." 
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The  young  man  took  her  bands  and  pressed 
them  tenderly.  They  sat  down  side  by  side,  and 
there  was  a  long  silence.  Glancing  at  Eachel's 
face,  be  saw  that  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears. 

"You  are  fretting  yourself  to  death,"  he  said 
gently.  "  Try  to  forget  what  has  passed.  Try  to 
be  comforted." 

"Nay,  I  do  my  best,"  she  answered;  "but  I 
feel  now  as  if  I  could  never  be  happy  again — and 
indeed  I  cannot  till  the  truth  is  known,  and  he  is 
cleared.  Oh,  Ealph  !  it  is  so  good  of  you  to  be 
gentle  with  me  in  my  affliction.  I  shall  never 
forget  that  you  have  proved  so  true  a  friend." 

"You  know  my  heart,  Eachel,"  he  said,  with  a 
sigh.  "It  is  the  same  as  ever;  but  a  man  must 
accept  the  fortune  of  war,  and  I  see  now  that  I 
had  never  any  chance.  You  always  preferred  him 
to  me, !  Well,  I  don't  blame  you  for  that,  though 
it's  hard,  very  hard  !  All  I  ask  you  is — for  my 
sake,  for  all  our  sakes — to  keep  up  a  good  heart." 

She  rose  from  his  side,  and  paced  up  and  down 
the  room. 

"Can   nothing  be   done?"    she    cried.      "Oh, 
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Ealph  !  I  am  sure  thou  wilt  help  him  if  thou 
canst !  " 

"Certainly,"  was  the  reply.  "But,  there  !  it  is 
quite  hopeless.  He'll  have  to  'dree  his  weird,'  as 
they  say  in  Scotland;  and  after  all,  you  know, 
prison  life  isn't  so  dreadful — the  suffering  is  more 
in  the  imagination  than  in  the  reality.  Then, 
again,  what  they  call  a  *  lifer '  doesn't  mean  exactly 
imprisonment  for  life.  If  he  keeps  a  good  record, 
a  man  often  gets  out  at  the  end  of  fifteen  years." 

"  Fifteen  years  !    But  when  he  is  innocent " 

"  I  believe  he  is,"  said  the  young  Earl, 
emphatically. 

"God  bless  thee  for  saying  so!  "  cried  Eachel, 
looking  at  him  with  grateful  eyes.  "  All  are 
against  him  save  thyself  and  those  who  know  him 
and  love  him  best." 

Never  in  all  his  days  had  Ralph  Hollis  felt  so 
miserably  mean,  so  full  of  remorse.  At  that 
moment,  indeed,  he  would  have  liked  to  perform 
an  act  of  heroism,  and  make  a  clean  breast  of 
everything.  But,  no !  life  was  too  sweet,  and  the 
world  too  full  of  charm.     He  thought,  too,  of  his 
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mother — the  one  being  in  the  world  for  whom  he 
had  any  unselfish  affection — and  said  to  himself, 
with  characteristic  self-deception,  "For  myself  I 
should  not  care  so  much,  but  for  her  sake  I  must 
keep  silence  to  the  end." 

They  dined  together  that  day  —  Jacob  and 
Susannah  Dene,  Eachel  and  the  young  Earl.  It 
was  a  dismal  enough  affair ;  but,  thanks  to 
Eachel' 8  society  and  sweet  looks,  Ralph  enjoyed 
himself  immensely.  Quitting  the  house  at  an 
early  hour,  he  went  off  to  the  club,  where  he  met 
some  choice  spirits,  and  played  at  cards  for  heavy 
stakes.  Flushed  and  feverish,  he  went  at  last  to 
his  room  to  spend  a  sleepless  night. 

"I'm  a  miserable  cad,"  he  said  to  himself; 
"but,  after  all,  is  it  my  fault?  Had  my  uncle 
died  a  few  hours  earlier  I  should  have  been 
spared  this  life -long  misery.  God  knows  I  never 
intended  to  be  a  murderer — it  was  all  an  accident, 
as  I  told  Fitzherbert;  and  though  an  innocent 
man  is  suffering  on  my  account,  I  can't  face  a 
prison,  and  give  myself  up." 

Then,  with  the  innate  selfishness  of  his  nature, 
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he  thought  rapturously  of  Rachel — her  beauty, 
her  tenderness,  her  confidence  in  him.  There 
was  hope  yet,  if  he  played  his  cards  carefully, 
that  she  might  forget  the  other,  and  begin  to 
care  for  him. 

"I've  loved  her  all  my  life!"  he  cried.  **If 
that  fellow  had  not  come  in  the  way,  all  would 

have  been  different.     And  mm- Why  should 

I  waste  time  in  self-reproaches  ?  Why  should  I 
mar  my  good  fortune  by  making  myself  miserable  ? 
It's  the  fortune  of  war !  Life's  a  lottery ;  prizes 
to  some,  blanks  to  others ;  and  the  prize  I  want 
is  Rachel  Dene." 

Selfish  and  vacillating  himself,  he  entirely  mis- 
calculated the  strength  of  the  young  girl's  nature. 
Once  awake  to  the  fact  that  she  loved  Jack 
Heywood,  Rachel  never  faltered  for  a  moment  in 
her  first  faith ;  and  though  with  her  own  eyes  she 
had  seen  him  brutalized  with  drink,  and  though 
she  knew  the  world  thought  him  guilty  of  a 
hideous  crime,  she  held  tenaciously  to  the  belief 
in  his  innocence.  The  old  Quaker  stubbornness 
asserted  itself  in  this  gentle  being.     She  thought 
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of  the  poor  prisoner  all  day,  and  her  prayers  were 
wafted  to  him  every  night.  Fifteen  years !  She 
would  wait  fifty  rather  than  turn  her  simple 
thoughts  to  any  other  living  man. 

A  few  days  later  the  young  Earl  had  a  long  talk 
with  Jacob  Dene.  They  met  at  Ralph's  rooms  by 
appointment,  unknown  to  Rachel,  but  the  con- 
versation was  chiefly  of  her.  The  old  Quaker 
deplored  what  he  called  her  infatuation  for  a  man 
who  had,  by  his  own  act,  placed  himself  beyond 
the  pale  of  human  sympathy. 

"Let  it  be  a  lesson  to  thee,''  he  added.  "I 
thought  once  that  young  Heywood  was  the  steady 
horse,  and  Ralph  Hollis  the  unbroken  colt;  but 
see  to  what  a  pass  drink  and  the  love  of  money 
can  bring  a  man.  I  hope,  lad,  thy  new-found 
fortune  has  not  turned  thy  head,  and  that  it  has 
brought  thee  better  manners  and  better  com- 
pany." 

"  I  hope  so,"  returned  Ralph,  with  an  obedient 
smile.  "You  see,  sir,  I  was  a  little  spoiled  by  my 
bringing  up.  It  is  bad  for  a  young  fellow  to  be 
waiting  for  an  old  one's  shoes." 
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"Eight!  As  for  worldly  titles,  they  are  all 
vanity;  but  once  thou  art  a  i^eer,  set  a  good 
example  to  thy  kind." 

"I'll  try,  sir,"  answered  Ralph.  "But  Rachel 
— do  you  think  she  will  ever  get  over  this  great 
sorrow  ?" 

"She  is  a  girl,  a  child,  and  vmst  get  over  it; 
it  is  sin,  I  hold,  to  have  set  her  heart  upon  a 
criminal." 

"And,  indeed,  he  was  ever  far  beneath  her !  " 

The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met,  and  each  knew 
what  was  passing  in  the  other's  mind.  Ralph 
saw  his  opportunity,  and  availed  himself  of  it — 
nervously,  awkwardly,  but  with  a  certain  show  of 
manly  candour. 

"  Oh,  sir,  I  need  not  play  the  hypocrite !  "  he 
cried.  "  I  have  loved  Rachel  all  my  life,  and  till 
this  man  came  between  us,  I  tbought  that  she 
cared  a  little  for  me  in  return.  Not  for  the  world, 
however,  would  I  seem  to  her  selfish  and  unfeeling. 
All  I  wish  you  to  know  is  that  my  heart  is  still 
unchanged." 

Jacob  Dene  nodded  approvingly.     He  liked  the 
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young  man's  modesty  and  gentleness  of  demeanour, 
and,  above  all,  he  knew  that  he  was  a  suitable  match. 

"  I  have  thy  word,"  he  said,  "  that  thou  hast 
changed  thy  ways.  What  was  this  I  heard  of  a 
great  prize-fight  in  France — a  disgraceful  affair? 
They  tell  me  thou  wast  present  ?  " 

"By  the  merest  accident,"  stammered  Ealx^h. 

"  More  shame  for  thee  !  Dost  thou  gamble  still 
on  the  turf  ?" 

"  No,  su' ;  I  have  given  that  up  long  ago.  Ee- 
member,  I  was  only  a  boy." 

"Thou  art  a  boy  still,"  said  Jacob.  "What's 
thy  present  life  ?  " 

"A  very  dull  one.  I  have  cut  most  of  my  old 
friends — I  confess  they  were  a  bad  set — and  found 
few  new  acquaintances.  I  live  very  quietly,  as 
you  see." 

"  Well,  good  fortune  has  not  spoiled  thee — that 
is  in  thy  favour,"  returned  the  old  Quaker.  "I 
will  not  deny  that  I  once  mistrusted  thee;  but 
now,  things  are  changed,  and  perchance — nay,  I 
promise  nothing — perchance,  I  say,  Eachel  and 
thee  may  come  together.     But  not  a  word  of  this 
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to  Rachel  herself.  She  is  of  stnhborn  disposition, 
and  if  she  thought  I  approved  of  thee  for  her 
husband,  poor  would  be  thy  chance  of  gaining  her 
affection." 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Ealph  became,  with 
her  grandfather's  secret  approval,  the  close  com- 
panion of  the  young  Quakeress.  He  had  played 
his  cards  very  cleverly,  and,  posing  as  a  sym- 
pathetic friend,  daily  gained  a  firmer  place  in  her 
affection;  indeed,  he  was  now  almost  the  only 
person  in  the  world  to  whom  she  could  open  her 
heart  unreservedly,  and  with  the  certainty  of 
finding  due  sympathy.  Under  these  favourable 
circumstances,  all  his  fears,  all  his  scruples,  were 
forgotten.  He  thought  of  nothing  now  but  the 
hope  of  winning  Rachel's  love,  and  to  secure  this 
he  humoured,  with  diabolic  cunning,  that  other 
love  which  had  become  the  mainspring  of  her 
maiden  life. 

So  long  as  the  Denes  remained  in  town,  he  was 
very  careful  in  his  social  conduct.  His  only 
intimate  companion  was  Fitzherbert,  whom  he 
instructed  to  keep  as  much  as  possible  out  of  the 
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old  Quaker's  way.  He  avoided  the  gambling  clubs, 
went  to  no  race-meetings,  and  was  zealous  in  his 
attendance  at  the  House  of  Lords,  even  going 
the  length  of  making  a  short  maiden  speech  on 
a  manufacturing  question,  which  speech  occupied 
just  two  lines  in  the  newspaper  next  day.  Those 
who  knew  him  better  looked  on  and  wondered. 

"Beauchamp  has  sown  his  wild  oats,"  they 
said,  laughing,  "  and  is  going  in  for  respectability- 
Who  knows  ?  some  day  he  may  become  Prime 
Minister !  " 

By  the  time  that  Eachel  left  for  Deepdale,  the 
young  Earl  had  succeeded  in  fully  establishing 
himself  in  her  esteem.  The  season  was  just  over  ; 
everybody  else  of  any  importance  was  leaving 
London,  and  Pialph  began  to  think  of  going  some- 
where for  a  holiday. 

"  I'd  like  to  go  down  to  Deepdale,"  he  said  to 
his  mother ;  "  but  the  place  is  too  full  of  sad 
associations.  Fitzurse  tells  me  of  some  capital 
salmon-fishing  in  a  river  close  to  the  mouth  of  the 
St.  Lawrence.     I  think  I  shall  try  Canada." 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

FITZHERBERT    GETS    INTO    TEOUBLE, 

One  winter's  day,  when  confined  to  the  house  by  his 
asthma,  which  was  becoming  chronic,  O'Gallagher 
said  to  Fitzherbert,  "  *  Dum  vivimus,'  my  boy,  is 
my  motto.  Sufficient  for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof. 
As  for  the  future,  bad  luck  to  the  blackguard,  I 
haven't  the  honour  of  his  acquaintance,  so  let  him 
look  out  for  himself,  as  I  had  to  do  before  him. 
It's  the  present  is  the  botheration.  Julia  has 
taken  charge  of  the  cheque-book,  and  bowled  me 
out  and  at  the  bank.  Where  she  gets  this  nig- 
gardliness from  God  knows,  for  I  don't ;  not  from 
her  mother  or  me.  I  never  could  keep  my  ex- 
penses within  bounds,  because  of  the  insufficiency 
of  my  income.  What  can  a  man  do  when  he's 
born  a  gentleman '?     Sure  he  must  spend  whether 
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he  has  it  or  no.  The  girl  is  good  enough  to  see 
that  I  have  my  wine,  my  meat,  my  tailor,  my 
stable-keeper,  my  butcher,  and  my  baker ;  but 
where  is  the  use  of  those  without  my  horse  in  the 
stable,  my  box  at  the  play,  a  quiet  rubber,  or  a 
monkey  or  two  on  the  last  race  ?  By  Jove  !  "  he 
added;  " there  she  comes." 

As  Julia  made  her  appearance,  followed  by 
Ealph  Hollis,  the  O'Gallagher  continued. 

"  Ah,  Ealph,  my  boy,  here  you  are.  And  how's 
that  superb  creature,  your  mother  ?  And  the 
young  Quakeress,  too — how's  she  ?  By  my  honour, 
she's  an  angel ;  she's  better  than  an  angel,  for  she 
has  no  wings  to  fly  away  with  !  Ah  !  when  I  see 
a  face  like  that,  my  heart  always  goes  out  to  it, 
and  I'm  a  boy  again." 

"  Papa  will  still  be  talking.  Lord  Beauchamp," 
said  Julia.  "  But  you  must  excuse  him,  for  he  is 
still  the  youngest  member  of  the  family." 

"  Faith,"  laughed  the  Major,  "  you  may  say 
that,  darling.  Sure,  as  long  as  I'm  a  man,  I  hope 
to  be  a  boy." 

"  I've  come  to  say  good-bye,"  said  the  Earl. 
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"I'm  going  to  take  a  run  over  to  Canada  and  do 
some  salmon-fishing." 

"  When  do  you  start  ?  "  asked  the  Major. 

"  To-morrow." 

"To-morrow  is  it?  Then  good-bye  and  good 
luck  to  you  !  "  cried  the  Major, 

"  Thanks  !     Good-bye,  Miss  O'Gallagher  !  " 

"Good-bye  and  hon  voyafie,  Lord  Beauchamp. 
I  hope  you  will  have  a  pleasant  time,"  said  Julia  ; 
then  she  gave  her  hand  to  Ralph. 

"Thanks!"  returned  his  lordship.  "Fitz,  are 
you  coming  my  way  ?  " 

"  In  one  moment,"  replied  Fitz.  Then  he  whis- 
pered to  the  Major,  "  I  say,  Major,  about  that  five- 
hundred-pound  bill  that's  due  on  Wednesday  ?  " 

The  Major  made  a  wry  face. 

"  Try  if  you  can't  get  Beauchamp  to  spring 
something  towards  it,  and  come  round  to-morrow," 
he  whispered. 

"  All  right.  Coming,  Ralph  !  "  And  off  went 
the  two  j^oung  fellows  together. 

"Papa,"  said  Juha,  who  had  been  regarding 
this    whispered    conference    with    observant    and 
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anxious  eyes,  "I  wish  you  would  not  be  always 
leading  Captain  Fitzherbert  into  these  monetary 
difficulties." 

"  He  has  told  you  of  them  ?  "  cried  O'Gallagher, 
shari)ly. 

"  He  has  told  me  nothing,  papa ;  but  I'm  neither 
blind  nor  deaf." 

"  No,  by  Jove,  nor  dumb  either  !  "  the  Major 
cried.  "  Ah  !  how  can  you,  while  rolling  in  wealth, 
leave  your  poor  old  father  to  the  mercy  of  those 
rascally  bill-discounters  ?  " 

"It  is  because  I  do  not  wish  to  leave  my  father 
to  their  mercy  that  I  seek  to  restrain  his  ex- 
travagance. Ah,  papa  !  you  have  already  squan- 
dered your  own  fortune  in  dissipation,  and  why 
should  you  seek  to  squander  mine  ?  " 
The  Major  looked  indignant. 
"Squander  yours!"  he  cried.  "Let  me  tell 
you,  Julia,  that  what  you  call  dissipation  a  gentle- 
man calls  doing  his  duty  in  that  state  of  life  in 
which  it  has  pleased  Providence  to  place  him.  A 
gentleman  is  a  circulating  medium,  or  nothing. 
For  Her  Majesty  herself  is  neither  more  nor  less 
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than  a  circulating  medium,  and  an  O'Gallagher 
can't  go  wrong  in  following  so  illustrious  an 
example  !  " 

**  I  think,  papa,"  returned  Julia,  sadly,  "  were 
I  to  follow  my  natural  instincts  I  should  be  even 
more  thoughtless  than  you  are,  hut  my  love  for  you 
has  taught  me  to  learn  prudence.  But  what  is  the 
present  difficulty,  papa  ?  " 

"Well,  it's  just  that  bit  of  a  bill  for  five  hundred 
pounds  that  I  got  poor  Fitz  to  accept  for  me,  and 
if  1  don't  take  it  up,  he  must." 

"  Oh,  papa,  how  could  you  ?  "  cried  the  girl. 

"Well,  my  darling,  needs  must  when  the 
Derby  drives,  and  I  came  to  grief  over  the 
favourite." 

"  When  is  the  bill  due  ?"  asked  Juha. 

"  The  day  after  to-morrow." 

Without  another  word  she  hurried  from  the 
room.  As  she  went,  the  old  Pagan  smiled,  and 
murmured,  complacently,  "  She'll  do  it,  the  darling, 
she'll  do  it.  I  never  met  a  woman  yet  who  could 
say  no  to  an  O'Gallagher." 

Then  he  lit  a  cheroot,  and  before  he  had  half 
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finished  smoking  it  Julia  returned  with  a  cheque 
for  five  hundred  pounds. 

"  There,  papa,"  she  said  lightly  ;  ''now  promise 
to  be  very  good,  and  never  do  this  any  more." 

"  Never,  by  the  honour  of  an  0' Gallagher," 
returned  the  Major.  "But  I  think,  my  darling, 
we  ought  to  get  out  of  this  land  of  fogs,  and  go  to 
the  south,  the  sunny  south.  What  do  you  say  to 
the  Eiviera  ?" 

"  Yes,  papa,  that  will  do.  Anywhere  but  Monte 
Carlo." 

"Certainly  not  Monte  Carlo,  my  lovey;  that 
would  be  too  much  for  me,"  said  the  Major.  "  It 
would  recall  my  lost  youth,  and  that  angel,  your 
mother.  It  was  there  we  spent  our  honeymoon; 
and,  faith  !  that  was  not  all  we  spent  there." 

"  Make  your  own  arrangement  for  the  future, 
papa ;  but  for  to-night  let  me  make  mine.  We  will 
dine  tete-a-tHe,  and  dine  early." 

"  By  all  means.  By  the  way,  Julia,  tell  James 
to  put  a  bottle  of  Chateau  Margaux  down  to  the 
fire." 

"  Very  well,   papa,   and — oh,   Fitz    has    a   box 
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for  the  theatre,  and  if  you  will  promise  not  to  play 
more  than  one  rubber,  you  may  go  to  the  club." 

It  was  impossible  to  be  long  angry  with  the 
Major,  and  Julia  beamed  upon  him  and  kissed 
him  that  evening  as  she  and  Fitzherbert  deposited 
him  at  the  club,  and  they  started  on  their  way  to 
the  Frivolity  Theatre.  It  was  a  bad  night's  work, 
however,  for  her  and  for  her  lover,  too,  when  she 
left  the  hardened  old  gambler  at  the  club  with 
the  five  hundred  pounds  in  his  pocket.  By  the 
time  he  had  taken  a  dozen  whiskies  he  went 
lor  baccarat,  with  the  result  that  he  lost  JuHa's 
five  hundred  pounds,  and  having  disposed  of  all 
the  loose  coins  he  had  about  him,  he  was  com- 
pelled to  borrow  half  a  crown  from  the  porter 
for  a  cab  home.  The  morning  brought  a  head- 
ache, repentance,  and  remorse.  Meanwhile  that 
bill  would  be  due  the  next  day. 

Previous  to  his  departure  for  America,  Ealph 
had  given  his  friend  a  hundred  pounds,  which 
Fitzherbert  had  that  morning  handed  over  to  the 
Major. 

"One  hundred,  however,  is  not  five  hundred," 


FITZHERBERT   GETS   INTO    TROUBLE.      115 

said  the  Major.  "I'm  very  seedy  to-day,  Fitz, 
my  boy,"  he  continued.  "  Never  mix  your  drinks. 
It's  not  the  quantity,  but  the  mixture,  that  does  it. 
Now,  suppose  you  run  down  to  Lazarus,  and  give 
him  a  pony  to  stave  him  off  for  a  week  till  my 
dividends  are  due." 

Fitzherbert,  who  knew  as  much  about  dividends 
as  he  did  of  discounts,  called  at  Saekville  Street, 
and  put  off  Lazarus  for  a  week. 

In  the  mean  time,  Julia  made  preparations  for 
the  journey,  greatly  to  Fitzherbert's  discomfiture, 
since  it  would  be  quite  impossible  for  him  to  ac- 
company her.  The  Major  got  out  as  frequently 
as  bis  cough  and  the  east  wind  would  permit  him, 
but,  as  the  week  came  to  an  end,  his  cough  grew 
worse,  and  he  was  confined  to  the  house.  Then 
he  wrote  a  note  to  Fitzherbert,  begging  him  to  see 
Lazarus  again,  and  to  get  time.  The  Captain  saw 
the  Jew,  who  refused  point  blank.  When  Fitz- 
herbert called  to  consult  the  Major  on  the  subject, 
he  found  him  in  bed. 

"It's  about  that  infernal  bill,  I  suppose,"  said 
the  Major.     "  Well,  I  presume  it's  all  right  ?  " 
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"No;  it's  all  wrong,"  answered  the  poor  Captain, 
gloomily. 

"  You  don't  say  that  ?  " 

"  But  I  do,  though.  Lazarus  is  furious — vows 
he'll  make  us  both  bankrupt.  Then  some  one  has 
told  him  you're  going  abroad  next  week,  and  he 
swears  he'll  issue  a  judge's  warrant,  and  lay  you 
by  the  heels  and  throw  you  into  prison.  I'm  afraid 
he'll  come  here  and  make  a  fuss,  and  frighten 
Julia." 

"  He  mustn't  do  that,  Fitz  !  "  cried  the  Major, 
in  alarm.  "  My  daughter  knows  nothing  of  all 
this  ?  " 

"Not  from  me,"  returned  Fitzherbert.  "And 
now  what's  to  be  done  ?  For  myself  I  don't  care, 
but  I'm  thinking  of  you  and  of  /jer." 

"  I  know  you  are,  my  boy.  Well,  then,  just 
run  back  and  tell  him  to  hold  hard  for  twenty-four 
hours,  when  I  pledge  you  my  honour  I'll  find  either 
money  or  paper.  Look  me  up  at  twelve  to-morrow; 
and  remember,  Fitz,  my  boy,  not  a  word  of  this  to 
Julia !  " 

"  All  right !  " 
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And  off  went  the  Captain  once  more  to  face  the 
obdurate  bill-discounter. 

When  Fitzherbert  returned  the  next  day,  the 
Major  was  still  confined  to  his  bed,  and  his  cough 
was  worse  than  ever. 

"Hand  over  my  writing-case,  my  boy,"  he 
gasped.  "In  here's  a  bill  at  three  months  for 
seven  hundred  pounds.  It's  accepted  by  Lord 
Dunsinane.  You  needn't  look  surprised ;  his  lord- 
ship has  owed  it  me  for  months  past.  I  put  the 
screw  on  him  last  night,  and  instead  of  sending 
a  cheque  he  sent  this.  I  can't  get  out  with  this 
infernal  north-easter,  so  I  must  just  trouble  you 
to  see  Lazarus  once  more.  There's  to  be  five 
hundred  to  take  up  the  present  bill ;  a  hundred  for 
interest,  and  the  other  hundred  you  can  keep  for 
yourself! " 

"  I  can  do  without  it,"  said  Fitzherbert. 
"No,  dear  boy.     Well,  if  you  put  it  that  way, 
it's    all    in   the   family,   so    suppose   we   split    it 
between  us ;  you  keep  one  half  and  I'll  take  the 
other  !  " 

When,  an  hour  later,  Fitzherbert  explained  his 


Il8  RACHEL   DEXE. 

business  to  Lazarus,  the  astute  Israelite  bummed 
and  bawed, 

"  I  sui:>pose  it'll  be  all  rigbt  ?  "  be  muttered. 
"  Tbe  old  Marquis  is  sbaky,  and  wben  he  dies, 
young  Dunsinane  will  inherit.  However,  three 
names  are  better  than  two,  and  as  a  mere  matter 
of  form,  you'd  better  back  the  bill." 

Without  hesitation,  Fitzherbert  endorsed  the 
new  bill,  retained  the  old  one,  and  came  out  trium- 
phant with  a  cheque  for  a  hundred  pounds,  which  he 
cashed  on  his  way  to  Montpellier  Square.  When 
the  old  Major  heard  the  crackle  of  five  new  crisp 
Bank  of  England  notes  for  ten  pounds  each,  the 
effect  was  magical. 

"  Thank  God  that's  paid  ! "  said  he,  as  he  jumped 
out  of  bed.  "  Fitz,  I  feel  ever  so  much  better.  Go 
to  Julia ;  say  I'll  come  down  to  dinner.  Stay  and 
dine  with  us,  and  we'll  have  a  pleasant  evening !  " 

That  was  the  last  pleasant  evening  poor  Fitz- 
herbert had  for  a  long  time,  for  two  days  later 
the  lady  of  his  lifelong  devotion  and  the  great 
O'Gallagher  left  town  for  San  Eemo,  and  the  dis- 
consolate Captain  was  left  alone  in  London. 
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Quite  alone,  for  Ealpli  had  already  sailed. 
Before  the  separation  the  two  friends  had  several 
long  talks  together,  and  touching  once  more  on  the 
subject  of  the  Deepdale  murder,  Fitzherbert  assured 
the  real  culprit  of  his  intention  to  hold  his  tongue. 
He  would  have  liked  to  borrow  a  few  hundreds 
more,  but  he  knew  that  Ralph  himself  had  been 
spending  a  great  deal  lately,  and  to  press  him  just 
then  looked  like  levying  blackmail. 

"  Never  mind,"  he  thought ;  "  if  I  get  into  a 
very  bad  fix  I  can  write  to  him,  and  he'll  never 
leave  me  out  in  the  cold." 

So  the  two  parted,  and  the  Captain  remained 
in  the  great  city.  A  few  weeks  passed  before 
he  began  clearly  to  realize  his  situation.  On 
investigating  his  affairs  he  found  they  were  worse 
than  even  he  himself  had  suspected.  He  was  in 
debt  here,  there,  and  everywhere,  and  saw  no  way 
out  of  it.  He  could  not  dig,  and  to  beg  he  was 
ashamed.  He  was  not  ashamed,  though,  of  run- 
ning into  debt  with  tradesfolk. 

"  A  younger  son  is,  as  he  observed,  born  to  that 
line  of  business;   in  fact,  it  is  the  only  line  of 
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business  he  is  born  to.  He  has  to  learn  billiards, 
that  is,  if  he  wishes  to  earn  a  living  by  that 
pleasant  pastime;  while,  as  to  cards,  well,  card- 
playing  is  an  exact  science,  unless  you  can  carry 
the  ace  up  your  sleeve,  and  that  a  fellow  is  debarred 
from  in  reference  to  vulgar  prejudice.  If  I'd  only 
the  goodwill  of  a  fashionable  crossing  now,  like 
the  fellow  in  the  story,  I  might  turn  an  honest 
penny !  " 

Meanwhile  the  Major  and  his  daughter  had 
reached  the  Eiviera,  which  was  not  a  j)leasant 
place  that  winter.  Wherever  the  two  went  the 
winter  still  followed  and  preceded  them.  Hail, 
rain,  sleet,  snow,  ice  before  or  behind  them  in 
every  direction.  The  Major's  cough  got  worse  and 
worse,  and  he  began  to  think  he'd  better  have 
stayed  at  home.  As  he  sat  one  day  muffled  up  to 
the  chin  and  shivering  over  the  stove,  or  the 
miserable  handful  of  damp  wood  which  did  duty 
for  fire  at  the  Hotel  Splendide  at  Cannes,  he 
growled,  "  Curse  the  weather !  Sure  it's  the  marrow 
in  my  bones  that's  congealed  into  ice ;  and,  as  for 
this  infernal  cough,  it's  my  heart  it's  bringing  up  !  " 
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"  I'm  SO  sorry,  papa,"  said  Julia ;  "  but  you 
would  come,  you  know." 

"  That's  right — that's  right ;  reproach  your  old 
father  who's  sacrificed  his  life  for  you !  Confound 
this  cough  !  Eing  the  bell,  and  call  for  the  stoker ; 
see  if  that  old  cat  can  make  this  conglomeration 
of  chips  into  a  fire,  and  let  me  have  a  hot  whisky, 
blazing  hot." 

When  he  had  swallowed  the  beverage  as  hot  as 
he  could  put  it  down  without  scalding,  he  said, 
"Ah,  darling,  you're  the  best  of  daughters,  and 
I'm  an  ungrateful  old  vagabond  !  " 

"  No,  no,  papa ;  I  won't  hear  you  talk  like 
that,"  said  Julia. 

"But  I  must  and  I  will!  "  returned  the  Major. 
"I  ruined  your  mother,  I've  ruined  myself,  and  I 
was  near  ruining  you;  but  thank  God  you  had 
the  common  sense  to  save  yourself  from  me,  and 
now  I  can  die  easy,  knowing  that  you  are  provided 
for." 

"  Don't  talk  about  dying,  papa,"  cried  Julia. 

"  And  why  shouldn't  I  ?  "  returned  the  Major, 
sadly.    "  Death  is  the  one  debt  that  must  be  paid  ; 
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we  can't  escape  it,  try  as  ^ve  will.  You  may  renew 
a  bill,  or  stave  off  a  tradesman,  but  when  the  Dun 
of  Death  lays  his  hand  upon  our  heads  there  is  no 
escape.  It  reminds  me,  Julia  darling,  that  my 
little  bill  is  nearly  due,  and  that  at  any  hour  of 
the  day  or  night  I  may  expect  to  see  that  cold, 
relentless  face.  I  shouldn't  mind  the  thought  of 
death,  Julia,  but  that  I  can't  bear  to  know  that  I 
must  leave  you  alone.  Ah,  it's  a  bad  lot  we  are 
— the  O'Gallaghers ;  a  set  of  godless  heathens 
wandering  about  the  face  of  the  earth,  instead 
of  being  settled  down  as  good  Christians  among 
our  own  kith  and  kin,  and  doing  good  to 
the  poor  devils  born  on  our  land.  Help  me 
into  bed,  darling.  Perhaps  I  shall  be  better  to- 
morrow." 

On  the  morrow,  however,  he  was  worse,  and  the 
following  day  he  was  worse  still.  Poor  Julia  loved 
him — for  he  had  been  to  her  father  and  mother — 
in  fact,  everything  in  the  world.  In  his  way  he 
loved  her ;  he  had  petted  and  spoiled  her,  and  he 
would  have  ruined  her  with  equal  facility.  Her 
origin  and  her  dubious  position  and  past  always 
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kept  her  in  doubtful  society,  and  even  then  she 
was  alone.  Women  avoided  her,  and  men  regarded 
her  as  an  anomalous  compound  of  the  Eastern 
odalisque  and  the  European  money  spinner ;  she 
who,  despite  the  hot  blood  of  her  Indian  mother, 
was  chaste  as  snow. 

It  was  the  quiet,  unostentatious,  yet  respectful 
admiration  of  Fitzherbert  which  had  made  the 
heart  of  this  poor  girl  go  out  to  him.  She  had 
learned  to  love  him  just  as  she  loved  the  old 
gambler  and  roue  who  lay  dying  before  her. 

Yes,  there  could  be  no  doubt  about  one  thing. 
The  Major  was  near  the  end  of  his  journey,  but 
he  managed  to  struggle  to  San  Remo. 

"  Send  for  Fitz,  darling,"  he  said  one  afternoon  ; 
"  I'd  like  to  see  you  man  and  wife.  He's  not  a 
brilliant  match  for  you,  but  he  loves  the  very 
ground  you  walk  on.  Send  for  him  at  once — send 
for  him,  for  the  love  of  God,  Julia  ;  I  must  see 
him  before  I  die  !  " 

Suddenly  he  was  seized  with  a  wild  paroxysm  of 
coughing.  "When  he  withdrew  the  handkerchief 
from  his  mouth  it  was  drenched  with  blood. 


124  RACHEL   DENE. 

"It's  all  over,  Julia,"  be  gasped,  "and  I've  no 
time  to  make  my  peace  with  Heaven.  Kiss  me, 
darling.  I'm  a  bad  lot,  but  I've  alwaj's  loved  you. 
Sure,  I've  bad  a  fine  time  of  it,  and  if  I  could  but 
see  you  settled  I  sbould  die  bappy  ;  but  wbat  must 
be  must  be.  Kiss  your  wicked  old  fatber,  and  say 
you  forgive  him." 

As  Julia  knelt  sobbing  by  the  bedside,  be  con- 
tinued. 

"  And  there's  a  bill — a  bill  for  seven  hundred 
pounds;  it's  due  to-day,  or  to-morrow,  or  next 
week.  Bad  luck  to  the  bills  !  I  always  get  into 
a  muddle  about  them.  But  mind,  my  life's  in- 
sured. Give  Fitz  seven  hundred  pounds  directly 
— directly,  mind,  for  the  bill — the  bill " 

"Yes,  papa,"  sobbed  Julia  ;   "  I  understand." 

"  And  settle  the  rest  on  the  eldest  boy,  if  you 
have  one ;  and  call  him  Gerald,  after  his  wicked 
old  grandfather.  It's  getting  dark,  Julia,  or  it  is 
the  end  that's  coming.  Hold  on  to  me,  dear; 
bold  on  to  me,"  be  whispered,  faintly ;  and  then 
he  fell  asleep,  holding  her  hand  in  bis. 

She    sat  there    till    the   hand    grew  cold,    the 
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breathing  short ;   then  she  knew  that  the  stupor 
was  that  of  death. 

The  next  morning  Captain  Fitzherbert  went 
down  to  his  club,  and  found  a  foreign  telegram  to 
this  effect : — 

"  My  poor  father  died  last  night.  Come  at 
once.     Julia.     Hotel  d'ltahe,  San  Eemo." 

Poor  Fitzherbert  was  overwhelmed  at  this  in- 
telligence. Making  the  best  of  his  way  to  the 
smoking-room,  he  dropped  into  a  chair,  and  en- 
deavoured to  collect  his  thoughts.  His  first  impulse 
was  to  start  for  San  Eemo  at  once ;  a  little 
reflection  showed  him  this  would  be  impossible. 
Without  money,  how  was  he  to  get  a  suit  of 
mourning,  and  how  was  he  to  get  to  San  Eemo  ? 
Well,  he  still  had  his  watch  and  chain  and  a 
diamond  ring,  and  a  shirt  stud  worth  a  hundred 
guineas.     He  would  dispose  of  these. 

Just  as  he  had  arrived  at  this  conclusion,  two 
of  his  boon  companions,  Algernon  Fitzurse  and 
Major  Deuceace,  lounged  in. 
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"  What's  up,  Fitz  ?  "  asked  Algy. 

"  The  Major— poor  old  Major  O'Gallagher— has 
just  died." 

"You  don't  say  so  !  " 

"Yes;  he  died  at  San  Eemo  last  night." 

" Poor  old  chap  !  "  muttered  Algy ;  "he  was 
a  good  cribhage-player." 

"  Well,  he's  pegged  his  last  hole,  anyhow,"  inter- 
posed the  Major.  "  Hawkins,  brandy  and  soda. 
Have  a  cigar,  Algy  ?  " 

At  this  moment  Lord  Dunsinane  burst  into  the 
room,  followed  by  Lazarus,  the  bill-discounter. 
Both  were  pale  with  excitement. 

"  Oh,  there  you  are  !  "  cried  Lazarus,  accosting 
Fitzherbert. 

"Of  course,  I  am  here,"  returned  Fitzherbert, 
coldly.     "  But  may  I  ask  what  brings  you  here  ?  " 

"  What  brings  me  here  ? — my  money  !  "  shrieked 
Lazarus.  "  I  want  my  money,  and,  what's  more, 
I'll  have  it — do  you  hear,  Mr.  Fitzherbert  ? — I'll 
have  it,  if  not  out  of  your  pocket,  out  of  your 
life  !  " 

Fitzherbert  sprang  to  his  feet. 
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**  This  is  neither  the  time  nor  the  place  for  a 

bill- discounting  blackguard "  he  began,  when 

the  Jew  interrupted  him. 

**  A  bill-discounter  is  better  than  a  thief !  " 

"  Not  much,"  retorted  Fitzherbert ;  "  it's  a  dis- 
tinction without  a  difference.  Anyhow,  if  you  have 
any  claim  against  me,  send  it  in,  and  we  will 
discuss  it  at  the  proper  time  and  in  the  proper 
place." 

"This  is  the  proper  time  and  place,"  said  the 
Jew. 

"  No,  it  is  not.  This  club  is  for  gentlemen,  not 
for  people  of  your  stamp.  Davison,  show  this 
person  the  door  !  " 

"Davison,  do  nothing  of  the  kind!"  cried 
Lord  Dunsinane.  "Mr.  Lazarus  is  here  as  my 
guest." 

"Very  good,  my  lord,  very  good,"  cried  Fitz- 
herbert. "  I  know  whom  to  make  responsible  for 
this  outrage." 

By  this  time  an  eager  and  excited  crowd  had 
gathered  around.  Dunsinane  drew  himself  up 
indignantly. 


128  RACHEL   DENE. 

"A  gentleman  does  not  fight  with  a  forger  and 
a  thief !  "  he  said. 

As  the  last  word  left  his  lips,  Fitzherbert  knocked 
him  down. 

"  Police,  police  !  "  shrieked  Lazarus. 

In  answer  to  the  cry,  two  detectives  in  plain 
clothes  made  their  appearance. 

"There's  your  man,"  continued  Lazarus,  point- 
ing to  Fitzherbert ;  "  take  him  away,  and  lock  him 
up." 

"  Hands  off !  "  cried  Fitzherbert,  fiercely.  "  I'll 
knock  the  head  off  any  man  who  dares  to  touch 
me  !  " 

An  ominous  growl  arose  of  "You  shan't  take 
him !  " 

"  Come,  gentlemen,  it's  a  serious  thing  to  in- 
terrupt an  officer  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty !  " 
said  one  of  the  men. 

"  Duty  be  hanged  !  "  cried  Major  Deuceace. 
"  You've  no  right  to  come  here  on  your  dirty 
work.  This  club  is  as  sacred  as  the  House  of 
Commons." 

"Don't  know  anything   about   that,  sir,"  was 
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the  reply;  "we  were  brought  here  by  Lord 
Dunsinane." 

"  Cowardly  hound !  "  said  Algy ;  "  that's  because 
of  the  thrashing  Fitz  once  gave  him." 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind,"  retorted  Dunsinane,  now 
livid  with  rage;  ''it  is  because  he  has  forged  my 
name  ! " 

"  And  he  has  robbed  me  of  seven  hundred 
pounds!"  continued  Lazarus.  "He  brought  me 
a  bill  for  seven  hundred  pounds,  which  he  pre- 
tended was  O'Gallagher's.  Here  it  is  with  his  own 
endorsement,  and  it  bears  the  forged  signature  of 
Lord  Dunsinane  !  " 

A  murmur  went  round  the  room,  for  the  thing 
looked  very  serious.  Even  Fitzurse  and  Deuceace, 
who  were  hand  in  glove  with  Fitzherbert,  looked 
anxiously  at  one  another. 

"  A  forgery,  did  you  say  ?  "  cried  Fitzurse. 

"  Yes,  a  forgery  !  "  screamed  the  Jew.  "  Here's 
his  lordship  to  say  so  !  " 

"  Say  so  ?  To  swear  it !  "  cried  Lord  Dunsinane. 
"  I'll  do  so  in  any  court  in  Christendom  !  " 

Fitzherbert  was  stunned  ;  but  when  his  senses 

VOL.  II.  K 


130  RACHEL   DENE. 

cleared,  he  understood  everything.  The  Mcajor, 
always  reckless  and  unscrupulous,  had  got  him 
into  this  dreadful  trouble,  hoping,  no  doubt,  before 
the  bill  came  mature,  to  take  it  up  or  square  it  in 
some  way.  Death  had  intervened,  and  Fitz- 
herbert  had  to  pay  the  penalty.  Even  in  the 
moment  of  his  dire  extremity,  he  had  only  one 
thought — to  shield  the  woman  he  loved.  The 
O'Gallagher  had  paid  his  last  account,  and  he  was 
her  father. 

By  this  time  the  sleek  and  swarthy  and  re- 
spectable members  of  the  club  had  strolled  away, 
leaving  Fitzherbert  to  my  lord,  to  Lazarus,  and 
the  detectives. 

Fitzurse  and  Deuceace  were  both  notorious 
black  sheep;  their  hands  were  against  every  man, 
and  every  man's  hand  was  against  them ;  but  the 
Captain  was  their  comrade,  and  they  elected  to 
stand  by  him. 

"  Algy,"  growled  Deuceace,  in  a  fierce  whisper, 
"this  is  a  plant  between  the  Jew  and  Dunsinane. 
I  don't  believe  Fitz  is  in  it ;  let's  see  him 
throuiih." 
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"  If  we  can  only  do  it  !  "  muttered  Fitzurse. 

"Well,  I  can  spring  half;  will  you  spring  the 
other  half  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  if  I  have  to  pawn  my  last  shirt !  " 

*'  Then  let  us  try  if  we  can  square  Lazarus  !  " 

"  All  right !     Go  ahead  !  " 

"Here,  Lazarus,"  said  Algy;  "come  and  have 
a  drink." 

So  while  Fitzherbert  sat  perfectly  stupefied, 
under  guard  of  the  detectives,  and  Lord  Dunsi- 
nane  strode  to  and  fro  in  a  fever  of  fury,  Algy 
and  Fitzurse  took  Lazarus  away,  and  talked  to  him 
quietly.  They  then  agreed  to  raise  the  seven 
hundred  pounds  and  costs,  and  the  Jew  seemed 
disposed  to  meet  their  views.  After  the  matter 
had  been  argued  for  some  time,  he  said,  "Well, 
gentlemen,  I  must  consult  my  principal ;  if  he  is 
willing,  I  am,  but  I  must  tell  you  it  is  quite  in  his 
lordship's  hands.  Half  a  minute,  and  I'll  tell  you 
what  he  says."  With  that  he  approached  Lord 
Dunsinane,  and  repeated  the  proposal. 

"Never!  never!"  growled  the  peer;  "would 
you    have    me    compound    a    felony  ?      No,   not 
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for  the  Bank  of  England ! — a  thousand  times 
no !  " 

"It's  no  use,  gentlemen,"  said  Lazarus,  return- 
ing to  Algy  and  Fitzurse ;  "  we  can't  compound  a 
felony;  it's  an  indictable  offence." 

"  Take  him  away,  do  you  hear  ? — take  him 
away  !  "  growled  my  lord. 

Fitzurse  and  Algy  went  up  to  Fitzherbert. 

"We  are  coming  with  you,  old  man.  Don't 
believe  a  bit  of  it,"  said  Fitzurse. 

"  Not  a  word  !  "  chimed  in  Deuceace.  "  Davison, 
call  a  four-wheeler  !  " 

"I'm  ready!"  said  the  Captain,  pulling  him- 
self together.  "  I'll  go  quietly — only  hands  off, 
that's  all !  " 

"  Eight  you  are,  sir  !  "  returned  the  detective, 
while  one  opened  the  door,  and  both  followed  the 
Captain  down  the  stairs. 

"Lazarus,"  said  Algy,  "stay  a  moment  while 
you  hear  me  speak  to  this  fellow." 

With  that,  he  went  up  to  Dunsiuane. 

"  My  lord,"  he  said,  "you're  a  liar  and  a  cad! 
In  your  heart  of  hearts  you  know  that  Fitzherbert 
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didn't  do  this  ;  you  know  it  was  old  O'Gallagher  ; 
and  you  are  putting  this  upon  my  friend  because  he 
once  gave  you  a  thrashing.  But  if  Fitz  comes  to 
grief  over  this  business,  I'll  thrash  you  within  an 
inch  of  your  life,  as  sure  as  my  name's  Algernon 
Fitzurse !  " 

"  And  when  Algy  has  done  with  you,  you'll  have 
to  settle  with  me  !  "  said  Deuceace  ;  and  the  two 
men  left  the  room  together. 

"  I  think,  my  lord,"  said  Lazarus,  "  you'd  better 
have  accepted  their  offer.  What  I  do,  I  do  in  the 
way  of  business,  but  you  do  it  for  pleasure.  Every 
man  to  his  taste,  but  I'd  rather  not  be  in  your 
shoes." 

"  Pshaw !  The  law  will  protect  me  !  "  cried  the 
peer. 

"  Yes,  as  far  as  forty  shillings  goes,  but  that's 
not  much  to  pay  for  a  luxury.  But  there  !  we  had 
better  be  off  to  Bow  Street." 

So  to  Bow  Street  they  went,  where  the  charge 
was  duly  entered. 

Upon  beuig  brought  before  the  magistrate  the 
next  day,  Fitzherbert  was  committed  to  take  his 
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trial  on  a  charge  of  forgery  and  obtaining  money 
under  false  pretences.  He  was  removed  at  once  to 
the  Old  Bailey. 

Fitzurse  and  Deuceace  stood  manfully  by  him  to 
the  last,  procured  the  best  legal  advice,  and  paid 
for  it.  Yet,  despite  all  that  could  be  said  or  done 
on  his  behalf,  the  evidence  was  so  conclusive,  and 
he  himself  bore  such  a  shady  character,  that  he 
was  convicted. 

He  was  found  guilty,  and  sentenced  to  fifteen 
years'  penal  servitude. 

He  might  have  saved  himself  by  accusing  the 
O'Gallagher,  but  he  refused  point  blank  to  give  any 
explanation  of  how  the  dead  man's  name  came 
upon  the  bill. 

When  sentence  was  passed  his  head  swam ;  it 
seemed  as  if  the  roof  of  the  court  was  tumbling 
down  upon  his  head.  When  the  warders  carried 
him  out  of  the  dock  he  had  a  semi-consciousness 
of  two  pair  of  hands  grasping  him,  of  two  choking 
voices,  those  of  Deuceace  and  Fitzurse,  saj-ing, 
"  It's  a  cowardly  shame  !  God  bless  you,  old  man  ! 
We  won't  forget  you  !  " 


(      135      ) 


CHAPTEE  XXVI. 


THE    TWO    PRISONERS. 


FiTZHERBERT  had  been  set  to  pick  oakum.  He 
might  as  well  have  been  set  to  construe  the  Pro- 
metheus Vinctus.  He  was  not  allowed  to  write 
till  he  had  accomplished  his  allotted  task.  He 
never  could  accomplish  it — he  never  did. 

His  poor  soft,  delicate  fingers  were  torn  to 
pieces.  The  experienced  gaol-birds  around  could 
do  in  three  hours  what  it  took  him  three  days  to 
attempt.  He  struck  work  in  despair.  He  was 
pulled  up  for  insubordination,  and  got  five  days 
on  the  crank  and  a  remission  of  forty  days. 

When  he  had  gone  through  this  ordeal,  he  de- 
manded an  interview  with  the  Governor,  from 
whom  he  requested  permission  to  write  again  to 
Earl  Beauchamp   and   Julia    O'Gallagher.      The 
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great  man  inquired  if  they  -svere  relatives,  and  on 
being  informed  that  they  were  merely  friends,  he 
refused  permission  point  blank.  It  was  in  vain 
that  poor  Fitzherbert  pleaded ;  remonstrance  and 
reproach  were  alike  wasted.  Had  he  possessed 
money,  means  of  communication  with  the  outer 
world  would  have  been  easy  enough ;  but  he  had 
no  money,  nor  had  he  any  means  of  obtaining  it. 
The  knowledge  of  his  innocence  did  not  make  his 
punishment  the  lighter  to  bear  ;  on  the  contrary, 
it  fell  all  the  heavier. 

At  length,  in  the  efflux  of  time,  came  the  period 
when  the  other  prisoners  were  to  be  removed  to 
Portland.  While  they  were  being  transferred  from 
the  prison  van  to  the  railway  carriage  at  Waterloo, 
the  crowd  stared  at  them  as  if  they  were  packs  of 
wild  beasts.  Up  to  this  moment  Fitzherbert  had 
retained  some  hope  of  seeing  or  hearing  from 
Julia,  for  the  sake  of  whose  good  name  he  had 
suffered  himself  to  be  branded  as  a  felon. 

His  fellow-prisoners  for  the  most  part  beguiled 
the  journey  with  song  and  jest,  while  he  sat  apart 
in  silence,  till  at  length  the  prison  peninsula  rose 
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before  him.  Immediately  on  his  arrival  he  had  to 
undergo  the  degrading  routine  of  prison  discipline. 
He  was  stripped  from  head  to  foot,  examined  as 
though  he  were  some  animal  whose  points  were 
to  be  approved  before  being  put  to  action.  Un- 
fortunately, he  commenced  by  kicking  against  this 
revolting  business.  A  quarrel  ensued,  which  ended 
in  his  being  dragged  before  the  Governor  of  Port- 
land on  the  very  first  day  of  his  arrival.  Poor 
fellow,  he  had  not  brought  a  clean  slate  from 
Brixton ;  so  the  interview  was  short,  and  the 
result,  "  Ten  days  on  the  crank  ;  bread  and  water  ; 
four  marks.     Take  him  away  !  " 

This  was  not  a  good  beginning.  At  the  end  of 
his  punishment  Fitzherbert  thought  he  would  try 
another  trick,  and  became  obedient.  Surely  Julia 
and  Ealph  would  hear  of  his  unhappy  condition 
through  the  papers  ;  failing  the  papers,  they  might 
come  in  contact  with  Fitzurse  or  Deuceace,  in 
which  case  help  would  surely  arrive  sooner  or 
later  to  enable  him  to  effect  his  escape. 

When  he  had  done  his  ten  days,  he  was  sent  to 
work  in  the  West  Quarry  at  stone-dressing.     He 
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was  enfeebled  by  his  bread  and  water  diet,  and  he 
couldn't  do  much  work. 

"Look  alive,  No,  79,"  said  the  warder,  peremp- 
torily. 

"  I  can't  do  much  to-day,  sir,"  replied  the 
convict;  "I've  been  on  bread  and  water  for  the 
past  ten  days.  Only  let  me  get  a  little  stronger, 
and  I'll  do  my  best,  I'll  promise  you." 

"  All  right,  my  lad,"  replied  the  warder,  good- 
naturedly ;  then  he  added,  in  a  whisper,  "Keep 
your  weather  eye  open,  and  in  a  day  or  two  you'll 
be  able  to  slip  into  it  like  one  o'clock.  You  can 
bring  yourself  to  anchor.     Sit  down  a  bit." 

Fitzherbert  availed  himself  of  this  permission, 
and  looked  round  to  take  stock  of  his  fellow  work- 
men. One  gang  was  engaged  in  removing  stone 
in  huge  masses ;  another,  in  levelling  a  mound  of 
earth ;  a  third,  in  building  it  up  again  ;  a  fourth, 
in  dressing  the  famous  Portland  stone  in  lumps 
about  the  size  of  a  cocoa-nut ;  a  fifth,  in  loading 
carts  with  these  lumps ;  a  sixth,  like  beasts  of 
burthen,  were  hauling  cartloads  of  stone  up  the 
mountain  side. 
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The  prisoners  appeared  to  be  of  every  station, 
and  almost  of  every  nationality.  Cheek  by  jowl 
with  criminals,  such  as  burglars,  coiners,  pick- 
pockets, and  area-sneaks,  were  dynamitards  and 
Fenians,  mixed  up  with  an  occasional  gentleman, 
a  fraudulent  banker,  a  forger,  a  barrister,  or  even 
a  parson. 

Misery  makes  strange  bedfellows.  Though  some 
of  these  men  seemed  conscious  of  their  degrada- 
tion, the  bulk  of  them  laughed  and  talked,  whistled 
and  sang,  despite  the  rule  that  such  amusements 
are  strictly  prohibited.  The  warders,  who  were 
all  fully  armed,  kept  a  sharp  look-out  on  their 
docks,  prepared  to  shoot  any  one  of  them  down 
upon  the  slightest  provocation ;  but  beyond  an 
occasional  "  Hold  your  tongues  !  "  "  Silence  !  " 
or  "  I'll  report  you ! "  they  made  no  effort  to 
control. 

One  tall,  slender-looking  fellow,  with  fair  hair, 
aquiline  nose,  and  clean-cut  features,  attracted 
Fitzherbert's  attention  by  the  way  in  which  he 
toyed  with  his  pickaxe ;  indeed,  he  handled  it  as 
gingerly  as  if  it  had  been  a  croquet-mallet.     For 
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fully  five  minutes  he  leant  upon  it  in  a  position  of 
languid  elegance ;  then,  transferring  it  to  his  left 
hand,  with  his  right  he  twisted  the  ends  of  an 
imaginary  moustache.  This  occupied  another  four 
minutes  or  more  ;  then  he  laboriously  lifted  the 
pick,  examined  both  points,  dropped  it  to  earth, 
and  twisted  the  airy  moustache  again.  At  length 
he  appeared  to  be  roused  to  activity  by  the  sound 
of  approaching  footsteps,  inasmuch  as  he  spat 
upon  his  hands,  uplifted  the  pick,  and  worked 
with  a  will  as  the  warder  came  in  view.  The 
moment,  however,  that  he  passed  out  of  sight, 
the  gentleman  with  the  aquiline  nose  returned 
to  his  ruminations,  and  his  companions  to  the 
process  of  tickling  the  earth  with  their  pick- 
axes. 

"  Jem's  thinking,"  said  one  of  the  convicts, 
lifting  his  left  thumb  over  his  shoulder  towards 
the  man  with  the  aquiline  nose. 

"  No,  he  isn't,"  responded  another,  in  an 
educated  but  cynical  voice.  "  He'd  scorn  the 
action ;  he  thinks  he's  thinking,  which  is  quite  a 
different  thing." 
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"I'll  bet  two  to  one,"  continued  the  first  convict, 
"  he's  guessing  what's  on  for  lunch  at  the  Carlton 
this  minute." 

"  Done  with  j^ou  !  "  laughingly  drawled  the  man 
with  the  aquiline  nose.  "  I  was  actually  thinking 
how  I  could  get  a  quid  of  tobacco,  so  hand  it 
over !  " 

"  I  will,  as  soon  as  I  get  it,"  laughed  the 
convict;  "but  there's  not  been  a  bit  of  stuff  in 
the  place  this  while  past.  Ginger  has  promised  to 
get  in  some  to-morrow." 

"I  wish  to-morrow'd  hurry  up,  then,  for  I'm 
dying  for  a  quid ;  it's  the  only  thing  worth  living 
for  in  this  infernal  place  !  " 

"Try  the  Johnny  Eaw  there,"  said  convict 
number  one;  "perhaps  he's  got  a  bit  of  stuff 
about  him." 

Lounging   lazily   up   to    Fitzherbert,    the   man 

with  the  aquiline  nose  said,  "  I  say,  you  fellow 

Fitz,  by  Jove  !  "  he  cried,  dropping  his  voice. 

"  Pelham  !  "  exclaimed  Fitzherbert. 

"  Hush !  Stow  that ;  I'm  only  Jim  Swindon 
here,"  whispered  the  other. 
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"I  thought  you  were  dead,"  continued  Fitz- 
herbert. 

"  No  such  lucli,  old  man,"  was  the  reply.  "  I 
wish  I  were." 

"Your  brother  told  me  you  were  drowned." 

"  The  man  that  is  born  to  be  hanged  '11  never 
be  drowned  !  "  chimed  in  the  cynic. 

This  brilliant  sally  was  greeted  with  a  roar  of 
laughter,  which,  however,  subsided  into  silence  as 
the  warders  were  seen  returning.  Up  went  the 
pickaxes,  and  at  it  went  the  elegant  gentleman 
with  the  rest. 

Fitzherbert  by  this  time  had  recognized  in  the 
loquacious  convicts  two  or  three  other  old  chums. 
Besides  the  wretched  Pelham  (born  a  lord  and 
brother  of  a  duke),  there  was  the  son  of  an  Irish 
judge,  a  nobleman  who  was  said  to  have  been 
killed  in  the  American  war,  a  barrister,  and  the 
vicar  of  an  English  parish. 

" Well,"  thought  Fitzherbert,  "I  am  not  alone 
unfortunate.     Poor  Pelham  !  " 

This  unexpected  advent  of  old  acquaintances  did 
something  to  make  the  hateful  place  less  endurable. 
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The  weather  was  genial  and  bracing,  and  in  a  few 
days  he  began  to  get  better.  Fortunately  he  was 
dropped  into  Pelham's  gang,  nicknamed  "the 
Devil's  Own"  by  the  other  convicts. 

Some  of  the  Devil's  Own  kept  up  by  occult 
means  communication  with  the  outer  world.  They 
could  command  money ;  money  meant  smuggling 
letters  in  and  out  and  obtaining  tobacco,  without 
which  some  of  those  lost  wretches  would  have 
gone  mad.  In  this  respect  Fitzherbert  found 
himself  as  bad  as  any  of  them.  He  would  en- 
counter any  danger  for  a  few  pufifs  of  a  good 
cigar. 

Pelham  told  him  he  had  got  into  trouble  through 
mistaking  another  man's  signature  for  his  own, 
and  had  been  convicted  and  sentenced  by  the  name 
of  Swindon,  under  which  he  had  concealed  his 
shame.     His  poor  mother  bewailed  him  as  dead. 

"  Better  so,"  said  he,  to  Fitzherbert,  "  than  that 
she  should  dream  of  this  !  " 

One  of  the  most  trusty  agents  of  the  Devil's 
Own  for  communicating  with  the  outer  world  was 
"  Ginger."     This  worthy,  whom  our  readers  will 
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remember,  appeared  privileged  to  come  and  go 
exactly  ■when  he  pleased,  and  many  a  coin  he 
brought  in,  and  many  a  letter  he  took  out. 

While  Fitzherbert  was  endeavouring  to  accom- 
modate himself  to  circumstances  as  best  he  could. 
Jack  Heywood  had  become  rebellious,  desperate, 
and  even  ferocious.  He  had  refused  point  blank 
to  be  stripped  and  searched,  had  thrashed  one 
brutal  warder  within  an  inch  of  his  life,  and  dis- 
abled another,  for  which  offences  he  had  various 
periods  of  punishment  in  the  cells  set  apart  for 
the  purpose — bread  and  water,  plank  beds,  and 
sometimes  no  bed  at  all.  It  was  of  no  avail — they 
might  break  this  man,  but  they  could  never  bend 
him.  He  was  still  as  determined  to  effect  his 
escape  as  ever.  Every  one  of  these  offences 
against  discipline  entailed  special  punishment  for 
"  Sulky  Jack."  His  cruelest  punishment,  though, 
was  that  he  was  refused  permission  to  write  home 
or  to  receive  a  letter  from  home.  At  length  Ginger 
smuggled  in  writing  materials — paper,  envelopes, 
and  pen  and  ink — into  Jack's  cell — a  perilous 
proceeding  for  both,  if  found  out. 
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"  Here  ye  are,  Yorkshire,"  said  Ginger ;  "  I'll 
get  it  posted  somehow,  if  I  get  fourteen  days'  bread 
and  water  for  it !  " 

But  Jack  was  a  marked  man,  and  no  warder 
would  risk  his  place  without  the  certainty  of  a 
heavy  reward.  Thus  in  vain  Ginger  represented 
that  there  was  money  behind  the  job. 

"  'Tain't  behind  it,  Ginger,"  was  the  reply, 
"  that  I  want  it ;  it's  before,  laddie.  If  Sulky  Jack 
can  spring  a  flimsy,  I'll  chance  it !  " 

When  Ginger  reported  progress  that  night.  Jack 
had  recourse  to  that  ten-pound  note  which  he  had 
managed  still  to  retain. 

"Ginger,"  said  he,  "you  might  get  this  fellow 
to  give  you  five  back !  " 

That  gentleman  took  the  ten-pound  note  and 
stuck  to  it,  refusing  to  return  any  change.  He 
forwarded  that  letter,  though,  and  in  a  few  days' 
time  Jack  got  an  answer,  dated  from  the  town  of 
Portland  itself. 

The  letter  was  full  of  sweet  and  sacred  words, 
recitations  of  belief  of  his  innocence.  Jasper  and 
Joan   Hey  wood    were   outside    the   prison   walls ; 

VOL.  II.  L 
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money  was  plentiful,  escape  was  possible ;  now  it 
was  a  mere  question  of  time. 

Despite  everything,  he  now  kept  a  good  heart. 
He  was  sure  of  money  to  bribe  his  gaolers — above 
all,  he  was  sure  of  the  two  faithful  hearts  who  from 
without  kept  watch  and  ward  by  day  and  night 
upon  his  prison  gates. 

One  day,  as  the  Devil's  Own  were  marching  to 
the  West  Quarry,  they  came  full  butt  upon  a  tall, 
stalwart  fellow  in  charge  of  two  warders.  Apart 
from  the  man's  appearance,  which  was  striking 
enough,  he  was  attired  in  a  costume  which  fixed, 
and,  indeed,  riveted  attention,  for  he  was  clad  in 
a  parti-coloured  dress,  after  the  fashion  of  a 
mediaeval  jester,  one-half  of  it  being  a  bright 
canary  colour,  the  other  half  black.  The  man 
wore  irons,  too,  which  clanked  as  he  walked  briskly 
along. 

In  passing  each  other  he  and  Fitzherbert  en- 
countered each  other  face  to  face,  and  eye  to  eye. 
Each  gave  an  imperceptible  start. 

**  Who's  that  ?  "  inquired  Fitzherbert,  of 
Pelham. 
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"  Sulky  Jack,  the  Deepdale  murderer  !  "  replied 
Pelham,  in  a  whisper. 

"  My  God  !  "  exclaimed  Fitzherbert. 

Could  it  be  retributive  justice  which  had  brought 
him  there  face  to  face  with  this  innocent,  long- 
suffering  man  ? 
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CHAPTER    XXVIL 

A   ROMANTIC    EPISODE. 

Eeturning  to  England  shortly  after  her  father's 
death,  Julia  O'Gallagher  scarcely  rested  by  day 
or  night  in  her  inquiries  for  Fitzherbert,  from 
whom,  to  her  astonishment,  she  had  received  no 
communication  whatever.  She  went  first,  how- 
ever, on  personal  business  to  the  family  solicitor, 
an  old-fashioned  and  highly  respectable  person, 
who  represented  an  eminent  conveyancing  firm, 
which  had  flourished  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields  for 
nearly  a  century.  This  old  gentleman,  the  soul 
of  honour,  was  a  hundred  years  behind  the  age. 
He  saw  immediately  to  the  business  about  the 
insurance  on  the  Major's  life,  and  invested  the 
money  to  the  best  advantage,  but  he  did  not  display 
any  remarkable  alacrity  in  making  the  requisite 
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inquiries  about  Fitzherbert.  Of  course,  Julia  could 
not  explain  the  motives  which  influenced  her  so 
strongly  in  the  matter,  nor  did  she  permit  herself  to 
display  the  anxiety  she  felt.  She  had  no  one  but 
her  maid  to  confide  in,  and  that  young  lady  was 
not  a  person  to  inspire  confidence.  It  was  Julia's 
misfortune,  therefore,  to  be  still  alone  in  the  world. 

The  discovery  of  the  truth  came  upon  her  like 
a  thunderclap. 

The  man  she  loved,  the  man  who  had  filled  her 
with  such  simple  devotion,  was  in  a  convict 
prison ;  and  further  inquiry  elicited  the  truth, 
known  only  to  herself,  that  he  had  been  condemned 
on  account  of  a  crime  really  committed  by  her  own 
father.  Not  a  sign  had  he  made,  not  a  complaint 
had  he  uttered,  but  had  accepted  his  fate  like  a 
hero,  to  spare  her  pain. 

If  she  had  loved  him  before,  she  adored  him 
now  ;  on  her  knees,  night  after  night,  she  wept 
and  prayed  for  her  lover. 

Then  she  took  a  firm  resolve. 

"  With  God's  help,"  she  said,  "I  will  save  him 
and  justify  him." 
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Dassiter,  the  lawyer,  had  been  unable  to  obtain 
any  information  about  Fitzherbert's  place  of  con- 
finement beyond  the  fact  that  he  had  been  removed 
to  some  distant  convict  prison ;  but  fortunately 
at  or  about  this  time  Julia  encountered  a  gentle- 
man she  had  formerly  known — Algernon  Fitzurse, 
recently  translated  to  the  peerage  by  the  death  of 
his  elder  brother. 

He  was  delighted  to  see  her,  and  she  was  glad 
to  see  him. 

Fitzurse  had  sown  his  wild  oats,  and  had  become 
impressed  with  the  duties  of  his  new  position ;  but 
he  requested  permission  to  call  next  day,  and  when 
he  had  done  so  some  spontaneous  expression  of  his 
regard  for  Fitzherbert  caused  the  girl  to  open  her 
heart  to  him.  He  sympathized  with  her  loyalty  to 
his  friend,  and  with  her  lonely  situation,  so  greatly, 
that  upon  leaving  her  he  went  direct  to  his  mother, 
the  Dowager  Countess,  a  charming  old  lady.  He 
was  the  Dowager's  only  son,  and  even  in  his  wildest 
days  he  had  been  her  darling,  so  had  little  difficulty 
in  persuading  her  to  accompany  him  in  his  next 
visit  to  Miss  O'Gallagher.     The  two  ladies  took  a 
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fancy  to  each  other,  and  Julia  found  in  the  Countess 
a  valuable  ally  and  friend. 

Meantime  Fitzurse,  or  Lord  Delamere  as  we 
must  now  call  him,  took  the  matter  of  Fitzherbert 
in  hand,  and  engaged  a  famous  criminal  lawyer  to 
make  the  requisite  inquiries.  After  a  few  weeks 
the  lawyer  reported  that  there  was  every  reason  to 
believe  that  Fitzherbert  was  confined  at  Portland  ; 
so  to  Portland  Delamere  and  Julia  went  the  next 
day. 

It  was  the  custom,  whether  in  romance  or  reality, 
to  depict  the  Governor  of  a  penal  establishment  as 
a  stereotyped  monster  in  human  shape ;  but  as  a 
matter  of  fact  many  of  these  persons  are  gentle- 
men of  the  most  humane  feelings,  whom  inexorable 
necessity  has  condemned  to  become  professional 
gaolers.  In  this  case,  however,  public  sentiment 
was  right.  The  Governor  of  Portland  was  a 
jaundiced,  ill-conditioned  individual,  who  was  pre- 
judiced in  his  likes  and  dislikes. 

For  all  that,  he  dearly  loved  a  lord,  and  more 
than  that  a  handsome  lady. 

So  having  been  duly  advised  over-night  of  Lord 
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Delamere's  intended  visit,  he  laid  himself  out  to 
receive  his  lordship  with  all  honours  due  to  his 
lordship's  station.  Orders  were  given  for  every- 
thing to  he  brightened  up  and  made  clean  as  a 
new  pin.  The  "  Devil's  Own  "  occupied  the  model 
cells,  which  were  to  be  thrown  open  for  inspection. 
Every  cell  was  holystoned,  every  tin  can  or  copper 
utensil  was  brightened  up  like  silver,  or  like 
burnished  gold,  and  the  men,  instead  of  being  sent 
out  to  the  quarry,  were  ordered  to  stay  in  their 
cells,  an  order  received  with  universal  dissatis- 
faction, for  not  one  amongst  them  cared  about 
being  pruned  up  for  inspection;  possibly  more 
than  one  had  good  reason  to  desire  to  escape 
recognition  from  the  outer  world. 

Upon  their  arrival.  Lord  Delamere  and  Julia 
were  received  by  the  Governor,  who  escorted  them 
in  the  first  instance  to  the  infirmary,  where  the 
large  dreary  dormitory  and  spotless  linen  excited 
their  admiration,  while  the  poor  careworn  prisoners 
claimed  their  sj^mpathy.  Julia  looked  in  vain 
from  side  to  side  for  her  lover,  whom  she  feared  to 
find  dead  or  dying  with  shame  and  grief.     From 
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the  infirmary  they  were  led  to  the  kitchen  and  the 
bakehouse,  where  piles  and  piles  of  newly-baked 
bread  emitted  a  fresh  and  wholesome  odour ; 
thence  they  proceeded  to  the  great  kitchen,  where 
they  found  spread  out  on  the  table  samples  of  the 
prisoners'  food  for  dinner.  Here  was  a  magnificent 
leg  of  mutton,  there  a  fine  joint  of  beef,  and  there 
a  steaming  hot  copper  full  of  potatoes  like  huge 
balls  of  flour. 

This  was  one  side  of  the  picture.  If  they  had 
only  seen  the  other  ! 

Delamere  and  his  companion  tasted  the  mutton 
and  the  bread,  and  found  them  both  delicious ; 
but  the  girl's  heart  was  too  full  to  admit  of  her 
paying  the  requisite  attention  to  each  detail. 

At  last  they  were  conducted  to  the  model  cells 
occupied  by  the  Devil's  Own ;  the  doors  were 
unlocked  by  the  warders  in  attendance,  and  at  the 
word  of  command  the  men  stepped  out,  faced  in  a 
line,  and  saluted  the  Governor. 

Julia  looked  into  one  or  two  of  the  cells ;  then 
the  Governor  led  the  way  down  the  hall,  inspecting 
the  prisoners  as  they  passed. 


1 54  RACHEL   DEXE. 

As  they  got  about  half-way  down,  a  choking 
voice  gasped  "Julia!"  The  word  had  scarcely 
left  his  lips  when,  with  a  wild  cry  of  joy,  she 
leaped  into  the  arms  of  her  lost  lover. 

A  scene  of  the  wdldest  amazement  followed. 
"God  bless  my  soul!  This  is  monstrous!"  ex- 
claimed the  Governor.  "  Monstrous  !  Scandalous! 
A  breach  of  discipline !  Take  the  gang  to  the 
quarry,  and  remove  No.  79  to  his  cell !  " 

"  Silence,  there !  "  roared  a  gigantic  warder. 
"Fall  in!  Pdght  about  face!  Quick  march!" 
As  the  men  rapidly  defiled  down  the  central 
avenue,  two  warders  advanced  to  Fitzherbert  on 
the  one  side  and  to  Julia  on  the  other,  and  despite 
their  prayers  and  entreaties  that  they  might  speak 
to  each  other,  if  only  for  a  few  minutes,  pulled 
them  asunder. 

"  Oh,  my  darling  ! — my  darling  !  Thank  God, 
I've  seen  you !  "  cried  Fitzherbert  as  they  dragged 
him  to  his  cell.  "  Don't  fear  for  me ;  I'm  all 
right  now  I " 

Fortunately  Julia  had  fainted,  and  was  utterly 
unconscious.     It  was  in  vain  that  Lord  Delamere 
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appealed  to  the  Governor,  who  was  furious  with 
rage.  Had  his  lordship  approached  him  in  a 
different  manner — had  he  requested  an  interview 
for  Julia  with  the  prisoner,  the  chances  are  that 
the  Governor  might  have  been  induced  to  yield 
assent ;  but  he  was  under  the  impression  that 
advantage  had  been  taken  of  him,  and  he  would 
listen  to  nothing.  Indeed,  he  cut  short  the  inter- 
view by  exclaiming,  as  he  left  the  hall,  "  Show 
this  lady  and  gentleman  out !  " 

Two  warders  bore  Julia  to  the  carriage,  which  was 
waiting  at  the  prison  gates ;  but  Delamere,  not  to 
be  daunted,  went  on  to  the  door  of  his  friend's  cell. 

"Fitz!"  said  he;  "Julia's  all  right!  She's 
only  fainted !     I'll  take  care  of  her." 

"  God  bless  her  !  "  gasped  Fitzherbert. 

"And,  Fitz,  I've  kept  my  word,  and  given  that 
rascal  Dunsinane  a  thrashing !  " 

Here  a  hand  was  laid  upon  his  arm.  "I  must 
trouble  your  lordship  to  follow  the  lady,"  said  the 
principal  warder. 

"  One  moment,  my  good  fellow ;  I  want  just  a 
word  with  my  friend." 
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The  warder  glanced  round,  and  sa^w  that  the 
Governor  had  disai^peared. 

"Prisoners  are  forbidden  to  talk;  it's  against 
the  regulations." 

"  Hang  ?^Q  regulations  !     Fitz  !  " 

"Here !  "  answered  Fitzherbert  from  his  cell. 

"  Keep  up  your  heart,  old  man  ;  we  know  where 
you  are,  and  will  soon  have  you  out." 

"  God  bless  you,  Algy  !  " 

As  Delamere  walked  down  the  corridor,  he 
looked  round  to  see  if  he  was  unobserved,  and 
took  the  opportunity  to  slip  a  ten-pound  note  into 
the  warder's  hand. 

"I  shall  be  staying  at  the  Eed  Lion  for 
the  next  week,"  he  whispered;  "try  to  see  me 
there." 

"  It's  as  much  as  my  place  is  worth  !  " 

"  I'll  make  it  worth  much  more.  Mind,  I  shall 
expect  to  see  you." 

"All  right,  my  lord." 

By  the  time  Delamere  returned  to  the  carriage, 
Julia  had  recovered.  She  took  his  hand,  and 
grasped  it  cordially. 
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"  Now  that  I  know  where  he  is,  my  mind  is 
easy.     I  will  not  rest  night  or  day  till  he  is  free." 

The  news  of  the  scene  of  the  morning  spread 
like  wildfire  through  the  prison,  and  added  to  the 
growing  dissatisfaction  amongst  the  prisoners.  It 
is  true  it  was  a  trifle  compared  with  what  had 
gone  before,  but  it  was  a  romantic  and  sensational 
trifle,  and  it  was  in  a  thousand  mouths  that  night. 
The  Governor  was  universally  detested,  and  no 
wonder.  Even  to  his  own  officers  he  was  insolent 
and  overbearing.  Many  of  the  important  officials 
were  superior  men,  who,  although  they  were 
compelled  to  yield  obedience  to  his  orders,  did  so 
most  unwillingly. 

In  one  word,  the  prisoners  were  in  a  state  of 
semi-mutiny,  which  was  only  kept  down  by  the 
most  vigorous  means.  The  separate  cells  were 
crowded ;  indeed,  scores  of  men  were  reported  and 
brutally  punished  by  the  director  at  the  instigation 
of  the  Governor. 

This  same  director  was  a  gentleman  who  went 
in  for  flogging  as  a  panacea  for  insubordination. 
Men  were  frequently  strapped  up  to  the  triangles, 
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and  some  were  maimed  for  life.  One  man,  it  is  a 
matter  of  history,  actually  died  from  the  infliction. 
How  Jack  Heywood  had  escaped  this  punish- 
ment is  to  this  day  a  mystery ;  but  now,  after  he 
was  assured  that  the  means  of  escape  were  at 
hand,  he  became  less  refractory ;  he  did  whatever 
work  was  allotted  him  with  assiduity,  and  without 
grumbling.  Consolation  had  come  to  his  bruised 
heart  in  various  ways.  First  he  had  caught  in 
the  quarry  a  beautiful  little  white  mouse,  and  had 
trained  it  to  come  and  go  at  his  call,  and  to  sleep 
in  his  bosom.  Secondly,  he  had  learnt  that 
Rachel  had  sent  him  loving  messages,  and  that 
she  still  remained  Eachel  Dene !  Thirdly,  Joan 
Heywood  had  written,  begging  him  that  every 
morning  at  seven  (for  the  winter  had  now  set  in), 
and  every  night  at  the  same  time,  he  would  say 
the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  at  the  same  hour  day  and 
night  she  would  say  the  same  prayer,  with  a  little 
one  thrown  in  for  his  deliverance.  This  simple 
act  of  piety  soothed,  softened,  and  consoled  him, 
and  gave  him  courage  and  strength  to  look  forward 
to  the  hour  of  his  vindication. 
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Christmas  was  now  approaching.  There  would 
be  some  merriment  going  on  even  amongst  the 
stern  officials ;  and  if  so,  that  was  the  golden 
opportunity  to  be  utilized. 

The  warder  who  carried  his  letters  to  and  fro 
entered  into  negotiations  with  the  Heywoods ;  the 
chief  warder  followed  suit  with  Lord  Delamere. 
These  two  worthies  put  their  heads  together, 
squared  the  porter  at  the  portcullis,  and  agreed, 
in  consideration  of  a  large  sum  of  money,  to 
release  the  two  prisoners.  Finally,  it  was  arranged 
that  on  Christmas  Day  a  boat  should  be  ready  on 
the  shore,  which  would  take  them  to  a  sailing 
vessel  which  lay  in  the  offing.  Once  aboard,  they 
would  be  safe.  This  last  was  Delamere' s  plan. 
The  vessel  was  chartered  by  him,  and  he  was 
quite  willing  to  act  in  concert  with  the  other 
prisoner. 

As  Christmas  came  nearer,  the  excitement  and 
anxiety  of  the  prisoners  increased.  The  faithful 
Ginger  was  the  go-between,  who  kept  them  both 
posted  up  as  to  the  progress  of  affairs. 

Christmas  Day  dawned  ominously,  for  the  sky 
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■was  overcast,  and  it  seemed  as  if  it  would  turn  to 
snow.  Providentially  this  passed  away,  and  the 
sun  broke  forth  bright  and  glorious.  There  was 
no  work  that  day,  but  church  in  the  morning,  and 
some  attempt  at  a  choral  service.  With  husky 
throats  the  assembled  congregation  sang,  "For 
unto  us  a  Child  is  born,  for  unto  us  a  Son  is  given, 
and  the  punishment  shall  be  upon  his  shoulders  !  " 

After  church  there  was  an  hour's  exercise  in  the 
open  at  the  West  Quarry  before  dinner.  The  men 
took  open  order,  and  wandered  to  and  fro  at  their 
own  sweet  wills.  Clouds  of  thick  mist  floated 
everywhere,  now  veiling  and  again  disclosing  the 
dreary  prospect  of  land  and  sea.  A  wind, 
gradually  rising,  came  from  "the  north-west.  The 
air  was  bitterly  cold,  and  the  prisoners  had  much 
ado  to  keep  themselves  warm.  They  laughed  and 
shouted,  whistled  and  sang,  and  romped  boisterously 
together,  while  the  armed  warders  looked  on  phleg- 
matically,  their  hearts  a  little  softened,  perhaps, 
because  it  was  Christmas  Day. 

While  this  merriment  was  going  on,  Fitzherbert 
leaped  to  the  summit  of  the  crags,  and  took  a  look 
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round.  In  his  youth  he  had  been  on  garrison 
duty  at  Gibraltar.  How  the  scene  recalled  his 
old  station  !  He  thought,  for  the  moment,  he  was 
at  Gibraltar  again  ;  and  he  saw  that  the  chances 
of  escape  would  have  been  ten  to  one  in  favour  of 
the  fortress  in  the  Mediterranean. 

The  prison  itself  stood  upon  the  summit  of  a 
lofty  hill.  The  rocky  peninsula,  wrongly  called  an 
island,  was  surrounded  in  part,  to  the  right  and 
the  left,  by  the  sea,  in  the  rear  by  the  military 
district  of  the  Verne,  beyond  which  lay  a  bare  and 
thickly  misted  district  of  swamp  and  marshes.  To 
the  right  and  left  the  prison  fortress  was  guarded 
by  the  naval  harbour  forts.  Except  by  strategy  or 
treachery,  escape  was  impossible.  But  in  the 
offing  towards  the  south  lay  a  sailing  vessel,  with 
bunting  flying  at  the  fore.  The  word  had  been 
passed,  and  Fitzherbert  knew  the  word  was  Lord 
Delamere's,  and  that  once  aboard,  he  would  be 
free. 

At  this  moment  the  signal  was  given  to  fall  in. 
With  empty  stomachs  and  aching  hearts — for 
even  the  most  lost  wretch  there  thought  of  other 
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Christmases,  of  home  and  friends,  of  father  and 
mother,  sisters  and  brothers,  sweetheart,  or  wife 
and  child — they  marched  slowly  back  to  the  prison. 
On  their  return  they  stopi)ed  in  the  square  for 
inspection  before  being  dismissed  for  dinner. 

The  Governor  was  about  to  give  them  their 
conge,  when,  as  ill  luck  would  have  it,  he  caught 
sight  of  Ginger,  disguised  in  a  clean  face,  attempt- 
ing to  smuggle  a  letter  into  the  hands  of  Fitz- 
herbert ;  a  letter,  in  fact,  containing  the  formal 
plan  of  action  for  the  escape. 

"Halt,  there!  Fall  in,  No.  79  company!" 
roared  the  martinet. 

The  word  of  command  was  obeyed ;  but  before 
the  men  could  form  in  file,  the  letter  had  dis- 
appeared as  if  by  magic.  In  point  of  fact. 
Ginger  had  rolled  it  up,  and  swallowed  it  hke 
a  pill. 

"  Hand  over  the  letter  !  "  shouted  the  Governor. 

**  I  have  no  letter,  sir  !  "  replied  Fitzherbert. 

"  Then  you,  sir  !  "  he  roared  to  Ginger. 

"  Me,  sir  ?  "  said  Ginger,  innocently. 

**  Yes,  you,  sir  !  " 
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"  Never  had  no  letter  in  my  life — can't  read, 
sir  !  "  returned  Ginger,  smiling. 

"Don't  humbug  me!  Some  one  has  it  in  his 
possession,  for  I  saw  it — I  saw  it  with  my  own 
eyes !     Hand  it  over  !  " 

A  dead,  ominous  silence  was  his  only  answer. 

"  Very  well !  Deputy-director,  march  gang 
No.  79  round  to  the  bath-room ;  strip,  and  let 
every  man  be  searched  from  head  to  foot ;  then 
bring  me  the  letter  !  "     And  so  saying,  he  retired. 

When  the  men  heard  the  deputy-director  give 
the  command,  "  Right  about  face  !  Quick  march  !  " 
they  instantly  obeyed ;  but  when  they  reached  the 
bath-room,  and  were  ordered  to  strip,  they  paused. 

"  Strip,  do  you  hear  ?  Strip  !  "  cried  the  chief 
warder. 

They  looked  at  each  other ;  then  they  looked  at 
him  with  a  stony  glare  ;  but  no  man  moved  hand 
or  foot — no  man  spoke.  There  was  a  dead 
silence. 

Then  the  deputy  held  a  whispered  colloquy  with 
one  of  his  men,  with  the  result  that  the  latter 
hastily  quitted  the  bath-room. 
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The  men  still  remained  at  "  attention,"  and 
might  have  been  so  many  statues. 

Four  minutes  later  the  Governor  returned  in 
person. 

"  "What's  this  I  hear  ?  Refuse  obedience  to  mj- 
orders  !  Strip  ! — do  you  hear  ? — strip  !  Very  well 
— very  well !  I  shall  know  what  to  do  to-morrow. 
Deputy-director,  march  these  men  back  to  their 
cells." 

Again  the  word  of  command  was  given.  Again 
the  men  obeyed,  and  were  marched  back  to  their 
ward  and  locked  up. 

Their  implacable  tyrant  followed,  growled  some 
order  to  one  of  the  warders,  and  paced  up  and 
down  outside  the  cells. 

Presently  the  dinner-bell  was  heard.  Tramp, 
tramp,  came  the  warders,  passing  by,  carrying 
steaming  rations  of  roast  beef  and  plum-pudding 
to  the  prisoners  in  the  other  wards. 

"When  the  last  footfall  had  died  away,  and  the 
delicious  odours  had  permeated  every  cell  of  the 
Devil's  Own,  the  Governor  said  in  a  hard  voice, 
**  Now,  men,  will  you  produce  that  letter  ?  " 


A   ROMANTIC  EPISODE.  165 

Silence  was  still  his  only  answer. 

"Very  well,  then!  Officer,  serve  out  to  these 
men  rations  of  bread  and  water  for  their  Christmas 
dinner.  Perhaps  that  may  bring  them  to  their 
senses." 

This  barbarous  order  broke  the  silence,  and,  as 
the  Governor  passed  down  the  avenue,  a  howl 
burst  on  either  side  as  if  it  had  risen  from  opposite 
cages  of  wild  beasts.  The  warders  in  charge  vainly 
tried  to  obtain  silence  ;  they  were  overpowered  by 
a  torrent  of  execrations. 

At  last  they  locked  the  cells,  and  returned  to 
their  Christmas  dinners.  Then  Ginger  appeared 
upon  the  scene.  How  it  was  he  was  not  locked  up 
no  one  could  understand,  but  there  was  collusion 
somewhere.  He  had  obtained— stolen,  most  likely 
— from  the  kitchen  one  or  two  grills  of  beef  and 
pudding,  which  he  conveyed  to  Jack  and  Fitz- 
berbert,  and  one  or  two  other  favourite  persons. 
He  had  also  got  a  quantity  of  tobacco  and  methy- 
lated spirit ;  one  or  the  other,  sometimes  both, 
were  thrust  under  the  door  of  every  cell.  At  first 
the  men  were  soothed  by  the  unwonted  stimulant. 
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and,  in  nearly  every  case,  they  sank  into  a  stupid 
torpor  of  sleep.  -  •  •  . 

Night  fell  soon.  When  the  gas  was  lighted  in 
the  corridor,  empty  and  hungry  stomachs  began 
to  assert  themselves.  By-and-by  came  strains  of 
distant  music,  and  sounds  of  laughter  from  the 
Governor's  quarters,  from  the  officers'  quarters, 
from  the  warders'  quarters.  Evidently  these  gentle- 
men are  keeping  Christmas. 

Pleasant  this  for  hungry  and  empty  men  ! 

It  wanted  some  four  hours  for  the  time  fixed  for 
the  escape.  Jack  Heywood  and  Fitzherbert  were 
in  a  fever.  Still  more  music— more  laughter  from 
within  and  without.  The  prisoners  became  angr}-, 
then  they  became  furious. 

Presently  a  merry  ballad  is  heard  from  the 
Governor's  quarters.  In  reply,  a  ruffian,  with  a 
stentorian  voice,  roars  out  a  ribald  song,  and 
every  man  from  every  cell  roars  forth  the 
chorus.  The  sound  is  taken  up  in  the  next 
ward,  and  the  next,  and  the  next,  till  it  arises 
to  one  infernal  roar,  which  rings  through  every 
ward. 
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The  man  on  guard  summoned  the  principal 
night  warder,  who  in  his  turn  summoned  his  men. 
Cell  after  cell  was  opened ;  innocent  or  guilty  were 
dragged  out  and  flung,  neck  and  crop,  into  the 
punishment  cells.  Instead  of  allaying  the  blood- 
fever,  this  brutality  made  it  worse.  Half-drunken 
officers  were  summoned  from  the  song  and  dance, 
from  the  wassail  bowl  and  the  yule  log.  Cells 
were  unlocked,  refractory  men  —  not  without 
desperate  hand  struggles — were  beaten  into  sense- 
lessness, and  flung,  head  foremost,  into  punish- 
ment cells,  while  the  torrent  of  groans,  and 
shrieks,  and  shouts  of  "  Murder  !  "  made  night 
hideous.  Amidst  this  foretaste  of  Pandemonium, 
the  Governor  made  his  appearance  in  evening 
dress. 

In  vain  he  tried  to  make  himself  heard  above 
the  din. 

At  last,  during  a  momentary  pause,  he  roared 
out,  "  A  mutiny  !  " 

Then  he  wheeled  round,  and  telephoned  to  the 
town  for  soldiers. 

Meanwhile,  the  rebels  remained  rebellious.    More 
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cells  were  thrown  open,  more  men  were  dragged 
out  and  punished.  It  was  difficult  to  say  which 
was  the  maddest,  the  prisoners  or  the  gaolers. 

Suddenly  a  stentorian  voice  shouted  out  from 
the  main  corridor,  "  Burn  the  d — d  place  down — 
burn  it !     We  can  die  but  once,  anyhow  !  " 

A  thousand  voices  responded  in  a  hoarse  chorus, 
"  Tear  down  the  gas — burn  the  prison  !  " 

The  frantic  prisoners  were  in  the  act  of  carrying 
out  this  threat,  the  confusion  was  worse  con- 
founded, the  tumult  was  at  its  height,  when  the 
tramp  of  soldiers  were  heard  in  the  distance.  It 
came  nearer  and  nearer.  A  cry  of  "  Halt !  "  was 
heard  ;  the  tramp  ceased.  Then,  locks,  bolts,  and 
bars  were  heard  to  fly  asunder,  and  again  the  word 
of  command  was  given. 

"  Quick  march  !     This  way  !  " 

Tramp,  tramp  again,  the  soldiers  filed  in  the  hall 
at  the  double ;  and  side  by  side  with  the  Captain, 
walked  the  Governor. 

"  Halt !     Attention  !     Fix  bayonets  !  " 

At  this  instant,  and  at  the  same  moment,  the 
cells  of  Jack  Heywood  and  Fitzherbert  were  thrown 


A    ROMANTIC  EPISODE.  169 

rapidly  open.  They  were  in  the  rear  of  the  sol- 
diers and  unnoticed. 

A  friendly  voice  whispered,  "  Coast  clear  !  Now's 
your  time.     Cut  away  !  " 

No  further  incentive  is  needed  to  speed  their 
fleeting  feet.  They  now  carry  their  lives  in  their 
hands,  and  are  liable  to  be  shot  down  like  dogs. 
As  they  reach  the  outer  gate,  the  porter,  who  has 
been  squared,  occupies  himself  in  leisurely  lower- 
ing the  portcullis ;  but  an  assistant,  called  in  at 
the  last  moment,  catches  sight  of  the  convicts, 
rings  the  alarm  bell,  and  shrieks  out,  "  Prisoners 
escaping  through  the  portcullis  !  " 

The  signal  is  responded  to,  and  a  non-com- 
missioned officer  and  half  a  dozen  soldiers  come 
dashing  up.  The  portcullis  had  just  dropped  to 
the  ground,  but  although  it  interposed  for  the 
moment  a  barrier  between  the  pursued  and  the 
pursuers,  unfortunately  it  interposed  no  barrier 
to  the  pursuers'  rifles.  The  moon,  too,  was  at  its 
full,  and  lighted  up  every  movement  of  the  fugi- 
tives, who  were  half-way  down  the  zigzag  path, 
below  which  the  boat  was  concealed. 
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"  Present !     Fire  !  " 

The  order  is  instantly  obeyed,  and  Fitzherbert 
fell  wounded  to  the  ground.  But,  strong  as 
Hercules,  Jack  Heywood  stooped  for  a  moment, 
lifted  his  lifeless  comrade  ujDon  his  shoulder,  and 
again  took  to  his  heels  down  the  precipitous  side 
of  the  cliff. 

By  this  time  the  soldiers  came  rushing  down  the 
path.  They  gain  the  brink  of  the  precipice  just  as 
Jack  has  reached  the  boat,  in  which  four  men  are 
lying  to  their  oars.  Jack  threw  the  body  of  Fitz 
aboard,  leapt  in  himself,  and  as  he  did  so  a  volley 
of  musketry  came  from  the  precipice.  The  bullets 
whisked  harmlessly  over  his  head. 

The  next  moment  a  thick  black  cloud  obscured 
the  moon,  darkness  fell  upon  the  scene,  and  under 
its  cover  they  were  pulling  safely  down  the  Channel 
+'>wards  the  open  sea. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 


IN    BKITTANY. 


The  prime  mover  in  this  desperate  attempt  to 
interfere  with  legal  justice  was  Algernon,  Lord 
Delamere,  and  he  was  aided  and  abetted  by  that 
amiable  blackleg,  Major  Deuceace.  Algernon,  we 
may  mention,  was  second  cousin  to  the  famous 
Ned  Barnaby,  of  the  Guards,  whose  escapades  in 
and  out  of  the  battlefield  were  the  talk  of  Europe  ; 
and  he,  like  his  relation,  carried  into  modern 
affairs  the  adventurous  spirit  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
Apart  from  his  affection  for  Fitzherbert,  he  looked 
upon  the  whole  affair  as  a  "lark  ;  "  but  when  the 
Captain,  bleeding  and  unconscious,  was  brought 
on  board  the  little  cruiser,  Delamere,  who  was 
waiting  on  the  deck,  saw  that  it  was  no  laughing 
matter. 
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No  sooner  were  the  men  on  board  than  the 
vessel  stood  out  to  sea.  Fitzberbert  was  carried 
below,  and  bis  wounds  dressed  by  Deuceace,  who 
was  a  bit  of  a  surgeon.  When  the  poor  fellow 
opened  his  eyes  he  saw  a  dear  and  familiar  face 
bending  over  him. 

"Julia,  is  it  you?"  he  murmured,  gratefully. 
"Where  am  I?  What  has  happened?  Ah!  I 
remember  !  "  and  he  again  became  unconscious. 

Julia  turned  to  Deuceace,  who  stood  quietly 
looking  on. 

"Will  he  recover,  sir?  Are  his  wounds  dan- 
gerous ?  " 

"  They've  peppered  him,"  returned  the  Major  ; 
"but  I've  stopped  the  bleeding,  and  I  think  there's 
a  chance  yet.  The  cowards  !  To  shoot  him  in  the 
back,  like  a  dog  !  " 

Sobbing  wildly,  the  girl  knelt  by  her  lover,  and 
passionately  kissed  his  hand. 

"  You'd  better  not  disturb  him,"  said  Deuceace, 
gently.  "  I  think  he's  sleeping.  Poor  Fitz  !  I 
wish  there  was  a  proper  sawbones  on  board,  but 
I've  done  my  best." 
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"Let  me  stay  with  him,"  pleaded  Julia.  "I 
■will  be  very  quiet — only  do  not  drive  me  away  !  " 

Deuceace  could  do  no  more  ;  so  he  left  her  to 
her  sorrow,  and  went  on  deck,  where  he  found 
Lord  Delamere  conversing  with  the  other  convict, 
Jack  Heywood.  The  vessel  was  by  this  time  right 
out  at  sea,  and  heading  westward  through  cloud 
and  rain. 

"What's  to  be  done  now?"  said  Delamere,  as 
his  friend  came  up.  "A  pretty  mess  we  appear 
to  have  made  of  it !  By  this  time  the  escape  will 
be  telegraphed  to  every  station,  and  we  shall 
have  her  Majesty's  cruisers  running  the  seas  in 
pursuit." 

"  Penal  servitude  for  every  one  of  us,  I  suppose  !  " 
cried  the  Major,  lighting  a  cheroot,  and  looking 
Jack  from  head  to  foot.  "  Fm  afraid,  too,  poor 
Fitz  is  booked  !  " 

"I  hope  not,"  returned  Delamere.  Then,  lead- 
ing Deuceace  aside,  he  whispered,  "  That  fellow  is 
named  Heywood,  who  was  convicted  for  a  murder 
done  in  Yorkshire.  I've  told  him  that  his  friends 
were  in  the  job  with  us,  and  planked  down  their 
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money  to  help  us ;  but,  upon  my  life,  it's  an  ugly 
business  for  all  concerned  !  " 

Here  the  captain  of  the  vessel,  a  squat,  thickset 
man  of  the  Dirk  Hatteraick  type,  came  up  and 
joined  them. 

"Bad  look-out,  this!"  he  said.  "  Which  way 
are  we  to  steer  ?  As  sure  as  Davy  Jones,  the 
cruisers  will  be  after  us  !  " 

"  You  knew  that  before  you  undertook  the  job," 
cried  Delamere.  "  We're  all  in  the  same  boat ; 
now,  old  man,  what's  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  We  might  run  along  there,  and  put  these 
lubbers  out  somewhere  in  Devon.  I  know  every 
creek  and  anchorage  there,"  said  the  sailor. 

"  No  good,"  returned  his  lordship.  ''  The  coast- 
guards will  be  watching  everywhere.  No,  turn 
about,  and  steer  for  the  coast  of  Brittany.  The 
wind's  veering  round,  and  we  can  run." 

The  order  was  obeyed,  sullenly  enough,  for 
though  the  men  were  to  receive  for  the  affair 
enough  money  to  make  them  independent  of  the 
sea  for  life,  they  had  only  just  begun  to  realize  the 
danger  of  the  whole  proceeding.     Delamere   and 
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Deuceace  stood  smoking  and  talking  together, 
when  Jack  Heywood  again  approached  and  saluted 
them. 

"You  said,  gentlemen,  that  friends  of  mine 
helped  you.     Where  are  they  now  ?  " 

"  In  the  town  of  Weymouth,"  returned  Dela- 
mere.  "  An  old  man  and  woman.  They  did  not 
tell  me,  by  the  way,  who  you  were." 

"  My  name  is  Heywood,"  said  Jack,  drawing 
himself  up,  "  and  I  was  unjustly  convicted  of 
murder !  " 

"  So  I've  just  heard,"  answered  my  lord,  dryly. 

"I  see  you  don't  believe  me,"  continued  Jack  ; 
"  but,  as  God  is  my  Judge,  I'm  an  innocent  man. 
'Twas  the  knowledge  0'  that  made  me  mad  some- 
times yonder  i'  prison.  But  I  thank  you  with  all 
my  heart  for  what  you've  done,  though  what's  to 
become  of  me  now  I  don't  know." 

And  he  turned  aside,  to  hide  the  tears  that 
were  streaming  down  his  face. 

"  Poor  devil ! "  muttered  Delamere.  "  Don't  look 
like  a  murderer,  either !  But,  for  that  matter," 
he  added,  with  a  grin,  "  we're  all  convicts  now.     I 


176  RACHEL   DEXE. 

say,  Deuceace,  suppose  we  hoist  the  black  flag, 
and  take  to  piracy.  We  shall  never  be  able  to 
return  to  civilized  life  again  !  " 

The  night  passed,  and  Fitzherbert  still  sur- 
vived, though  more  or  less  unconscious  of  his  con- 
dition. Fortunately,  though  there  was  a  strong 
north-westerly  wind,  the  sea  was  comparatively 
smooth,  and  the  little  vessel  sailed  gallantly  on  to 
the  coast  of  France.  The  sailors  kept  a  sharp 
look-out,  but  saw  only  a  few  sailing  ships  and 
fishing-boats.  Early  the  next  morning,  however, 
they  sighted  a  large  English  vessel,  which  they 
recognized  as  a  man-of-war.  She  passed  within 
a  couple  of  miles  of  them,  with  the  English  colours 
flying,  and,  for  the  moment,  every  man's  heart 
was  in  his  mouth,  but  she  disappeared  presently, 
to  their  infinite  relief. 

Not  until  the  second  morning  did  they  sight  the 
Breton  coast.  Creeping  close  in  the  morning  grey, 
they  found  themselves  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a 
small  fishing  village  at  the  mouth  of  a  river.  The 
shallows  thereabouts  were  very  dangerous,  and 
they  had  constantly  to  take  soundings. 
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"  Know  where  you  are  ?  "  asked  Delamere  of 
the  captain. 

"All  right,  my  lord,"  was  the  reply.  "Been 
here  before  with  a  cargo." 

"We  must  get  the  wounded  man  ashore  as  soon 
as  possible,"  continued  Delamere.  "  I  think  we're 
safe  here." 

It  was  decided,  however,  that  both  Fitzherbert 
and  Heywood  should  exchange  their  prison  dresses 
for  a  couple  of  rough  suits  purchased  of  the  sailors. 
As  the  vessel  ran  in  towards  the  mouth  of  the 
river,  the  change  was  effected — not  without  some 
inconvenience  and  pain  to  poor  Fitzherbert.  Then 
the  anchor  was  run  down,  and  a  boat  was  lowered. 
While  they  were  bringing  Fitzherbert  on  deck, 
Delamere  took  the  sailors  aside,  and  paid  them 
their  money  out  of  a  heavy  bag  of  gold. 

"  What  shall  you  do  now  ? "  he  asked  the 
captain. 

The  sea-dog  grinned,  and  jingled  the  money  in 
his  pockets. 

"Run  down  to  Brest,  and  go  on  the  spree,"  he 
replied. 
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"I  needn't  ask  you  fellows  to  keep  quiet,"  said 
his  lordship.  "  No  one  knows  of  this  business  but 
ourselves,  and  we're  all  equally  culpable.  So 
mum's  the  word  !  " 

A  couple  of  hours  later  Fitzherbert  was  lying 
in  bed,  in  a  small  village  inn,  half-farm,  half- 
cabaret.  His  friends  had  brought  a  French 
surgeon  to  him,  who,  after  carefully  examining 
his  wounds,  pronounced  that  with  care  he  might 
possibly  recover.  It  was  a  very  bad  case,  how- 
ever; and  by  this  time  the  patient  was  tossing 
about  deliriously,  in  a  state  of  violent  fever.  Julia 
O'Gallagher  sat  by  the  bedside,  eager  to  nurse 
him  back  to  life. 

"  If  you  knew — if  5^ou  knew  !  "  she  sobbed. 
"Oh,  gentlemen,  it  was  all  my  father's  doing ! 
Your  friend  was  too  noble  to  say  a  word  in  his 
own  defence.  He  was  silent  that  he  might  spare 
me  pain  ! " 

"  Poor  Fitz  !  "  muttered  Delamere,  dashing 
away  a  tear.  "  He  was  always  staunch,  wasn't 
he,  Deuceace  ?  " 
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"  Rather  !  "  said  the  Major.  "  Well,  he's  got  a 
good  nurse,  at  any  rate." 

They  left  Julia  alone  with  the  patient,  and 
walked  down  to  the  window.  Here  they  found 
Jack  Heywood,  dressed  in  his  sailor's  suit,  and 
looking  sadly  out  to  sea. 

"  How  is  he,  gentlemen  ?  "  asked  Jack. 

"  Much  the  same.  Sawbones  thinks  he  may 
pull  round." 

"It's  very  strange  that  we  should  be  here  to- 
gether," continued  Jack.  "  I  saw  him  once  or  twice 
in  prison,  and  recognized  him  directly.  He  was 
a  great  friend  of  Ealph  Hollis,  of  Deepdale." 

"  Now  Earl  Beauchamp,"  said  Delamere.  "  Yes, 
that's  right  enough.  Beauchamp  and  he  have 
always  been  close  pals." 

"  I  met  them  together  at  Doncaster  t'  very  night 
before  t'  murder,"  continued  Jack;  and  as  he  pro- 
ceeded, he  fell  from  excitement  into  the  old  familiar 
Yorkshire  dialect.  "  I  had  gotten  more  drink  than 
was  good  for  me,  and  I  ha'  sometimes  thought  they 
two  played  me  a  scurvy  trick.  Anyhow,  after  I 
had  drank  wi'  HoUis  and  t'  Captain,  I  lost  my 
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senses.  When  I  got  them  again,  I  was  a  prisoner 
in  t'  gaol,  accused  o'  killing  t'  best  man  that  ever 
lived — t'  man  I  loved  best  of  all  men  in  t'  world 
— my  poor  foster-father,  Jabez  Pryke." 

The  two  gentlemen  looked  at  him  in  wonder,  for 
his  voice  was  choked  with  tears,  and  he  was  sobbing 
like  a  child. 

"Jabez  is  yonder  up  i'  heaven,"  he  cried, 
lifting  his  hands,  "  and  he  knows — God  bless  him  ! 
— that  I  loved  him  dear.  I  couldna  have  done  't ! 
I  couldna  have  raised  a  hand  to  harm  Jabez  !  But 
'tis  all  a  blank  still  'tween  the  time  when  I  drank 
wi'  those  chaps  and  the  time  I  were  a  prisoner  in 
gaol ! " 

"You  were  drunk,  you  see,"  suggested  Delamere. 
*'  At  any  rate,  I'm  sure  poor  Fitz  would  never  play 
you  a  scurvy  trick,  as  you  call  it." 

And  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  walked  towards 
the  shore  with  Deuceace.  Though  capable  of 
doing  so  much  for  a  comrade  of  his  own  set, 
he  had  little  or  no  sympathy  with  the  criminal 
classes,  and  in  his^  eyes  Jack  was  a  commonplace 
convict. 
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"  Queer,  ain't  it?  "  be  muttered.  "  Well,  it's  a 
queer  world !  " 

"  Doocid  queer  !  "  chimed  in  Deuceace,  who  was 
no  more  eloquent  than  his  friend. 

Jack  watched  them,  and  his  heart  swelled  in- 
dignantly, for  he  felt  that  they  did  not  believe  a 
word  of  bis  story.  He  was  a  free  man,  but  the 
taint  of  the  prison  was  still  upon  him,  the  shadow 
of  a  hideous  crime.  What  was  he  to  do  ?  He  had 
escaped,  but  he  was  still  an  outcast.  He  thought 
of  his  faithful  old  friends,  of  Eachel  Dene.  How 
was  he  to  communicate  with  them  ?  Would  he 
ever  see  them  again  ?  Better,  far  better,  be 
thought,  if  the  bullets  had  struck  him  instead  of 
the  other,  and  he  had  died  at  the  moment  of  his 
escape. 

While  he  stood  in  despair,  the  two  gentlemen 
returned. 

"We've  been  talking  it  over,"  said  Delamere. 
"  We  think  you'd  better  not  stay  here.  Your  best 
plan,  if  you  don't  want  to  get  caught  again,  is  to 
make  tracks  for  America." 

"  I  have  no  money,"  answered  Jack. 
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"I'll  get  that  all  right.  I'll  lend  you  fifty 
pounds." 

"  Why  do  you  want  me  to  go,  my  lord  ?  Can't 
I  stay  here  a  while,  and  see  if  that  poor  chap  gets 
better  ?  " 

"  It  isn't  safe,"  replied  Delamere.  "  There  is 
certain  to  be  a  bother,  and  I  rather  fancy  the 
extradition  treaty  would  be  put  in  operation  as 
soon  as  our  hiding-place  is  discovered.  Now  we 
can  manage  to  cook  up  some  story  about  the  sick 
man  ;  but  if  you  hang  about,  it  might  get  us  into 
trouble." 

"  Very  well,  my  lord,"  said  Jack,  sturdily.  "  I 
see  what  it  is  :  you  want  to  get  rid  of  me,  because 
in  the  eyes  of  t'  law  I'm  a  murderer  and  a  scoundrel ! 
But  I'll  go— I'll  go  !  " 

"  The  best  thing  you  can  do.  Here's  the 
money !  "  He  placed  some  notes  and  gold  in 
Jack's  hand ;  then,  turning  to  Deuceace  with  a 
laugh,  he  added,  "  I  say,  old  man,  I'm  nearly 
cleared  out !  I  never  told  you  how  they  stared  at 
Coutts's  when  I  handed  in  my  cheque  and  asked 
for  a  thousand  pounds  in  fivers.     I  shall  consider 
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it  a  cheap  investment  if  we  pull  poor  Fitz 
round.", 

It  was  now  growing  late  in  the  afternoon.  On 
inquiry,  Jack  ascertained  that  a  diligence  would 
leave  the  village  at  midnight,  with  Brest  for  its 
destination ;  and  by  that  diligence  he  arranged  to 
depart.  He  would  doubtless  find  a  vessel  at  Brest 
to  take  him  on  to  the  Far  West.  As  soon  as  the 
arrangements  were  made,  he  again  sought  out 
Delamere  and  Deuceace,  who  were  sitting  in  the 
little  cafe  attached  to  the  inn. 

"Only  one  favour  before  I  go,  gentlemen,"  he 
said.  "  I  want  to  have  one  last  look  at  t'  poor 
chap  upstairs." 

"  Very  well,"  replied  his  lordship.  "  Only  you 
must  not  speak  to  him  ;  he  is  to  be  kept  quiet." 

They  went  upstairs  together  and  knocked  at  the 
bedi'oom  door.  Julia  O'Gallagher,  pale  and  calm 
as  any  sister  of  mercy,  let  them  in. 

"  He  is  very  restless,"  she  whispered.  "  I  have 
given  him  the  doctor's  draught,  but  it  does  not 
seem  to  do  him  good." 

They  approached  the  bedside.     Fitzherbert  lay 
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on  his  back,  his  eyes  wide  open,  breathing  heavily 
as  if  in  pain. 

"Poor  chap! — poor  chap!"  murmured  Jack, 
looking  down  upon  him. 

At  that  moment  the  wounded  man  gave  a  start, 
and  turned  his  head.  His  eyes  looked  straight 
into  Julia's  face. 

"  Who's  that  ?  "  he  cried. 

"It's  me — Jack  Heywood,"  answered  Jack,  with 
a  sob,  "  who  was  with  you  in  t'  prison.  Don't  you 
know  me.  Captain  ?  I  met  you  long  ago  wi'  Ealph 
Hollis,  at  Doncaster." 

"  Come  away,  man,"  said  Delamere,  taking  Jack 
by  the  arm. 

But  before  they  could  leave  the  room  Fitzherbert 
called  them  back. 

"  Stop  !  Don't  go  !  "  he  cried.  "  I  remember 
now.  Come  here,  I  say.  It's  all  coming  back 
upon  me  before  I  die.  Give  me  some  brandy — 
quick  !  " 

Julia  glanced  at  Deuceace,  who  nodded  assent, 
and  bending  gently  over  him,  she  wet  his  lips  with 
spirits  and  water.     He  was  quite  conscious  now. 
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and  sensible.  Haggard  and  wild,  panting  for 
breath,  he  waved  to  Jack  and  the  others,  beckon- 
ing them  to  the  bedside. 

"  Ah,  Algy,  old  man !  God  bless  you  for  what 
you've  done ;  but  it's  no  use — no  use  !   I'm  going  !  " 

"  No,  no  !  "  sobbed  Julia.  "  Calm  yourself, 
dear ;  you'll  soon  be  well." 

"I  shall  never  be  well  again,"  he  answered, 
reaching  out  for  her  hand.  "My  poor  Julia! 
God  will  look  after  you  when  I  am  gone.  Algy, 
old  man,  I  loved  her — remember  that !  " 

"  I'll  remember,"  replied  Delamere,  almost 
breaking  down. 

"  But  I  can't  die  till  I've  told  you  the  God's 
truth.  You  see  that  man  ?  Look  at  him  !  God 
brought  us  together,  and  punished  me.  Listen, 
all  of  you.  You  shall  listen  !  We  met  him  at 
Doncaster,  Ealph  Hollis  and  I,  and  doctored  his 
drink.  Next  day  we  heard  he  had  been  taken  up 
for  murder.  I  thought  him  guilty,  for  he  was 
taken  red-handed  with  the  murdered  man.  It  was 
a  lie  !  He  didn't  do  it !  He  was  as  innocent  as  I 
was,  poor  devil !     I  wouldn't  have  let  him  hang, 
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but  I  let  him  go  to  a  fate  worse  than  banging. 
God  forgive  me  ! — God  forgive  me  !  " 

In  bis  wild  frenzy  of  trutb-telling,  Fitzberbert 
sat  up  in  tbe  bed,  bis  eyes  fixed  on  Jack,  bis 
moutb  twitcbing  as  if  witb  palsy. 

"Come  away,"  said  Delamere;  "it's  killing 
bim !     Lie  down,  old  fellow,  and  go  to  sleep." 

"No!"  said  Fitzberbert.  "Don't  leave  me, 
Algy  !  Hear  all  I've  got  to  say  !  He's  innocent, 
I  tell  you  !  I  know  it,  because  I  bad  tbe  truth 
from  the  other  man's  own  lips.  And  it  wasn't 
murder,  after  all !  He  sicore  it  wasn't  murder,  but 
an  accident !  " 

"  Who — 2vho  swore  it  ?"  exclaimed  Jack.  "  Tell 
me,  for  God's  sake  !  " 

"Ralph  Hollis !  "  replied  Fitzberbert;  and  be 
fell,  fainting,  back  upon  tbe  bed. 


(       <87      ) 


CHAPTEK  XXIX. 


A    SUNBEAM    IN    DEEPDALE. 


Rachel  Dene  sat  alone  in  the  drawing-room  of  the 
great  house  at  Deepdale. 

Her  grandfather  and  grandmother  were  both 
away  in  London,  and  she  was  left  in  solitude,  to 
entertain  her  own  sad  thoughts. 

The  monotony  of  her  life  had  been  broken,  only 
a  few  days  before,  by  a  letter  from  Joan  Heywood, 
announcing  the  escape  of  Jack  from  Portland,  fol- 
lowing close  upon  which  had  come  the  sensational 
accounts  in  the  newspapers  of  the  mutiny  in  the 
prison,  and  the  escape  of  the  two  prisoners. 
With  a  wildly-beating  heart,  she  had  read  the 
reports,  which  culminated  in  the  description  of 
the  flight  down  the  shore  by  night,  the  wounding 
of  one  of  the  convicts,  and  the  disappearance  of 
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both  on  boanl  an  unknown  sailing  vessel.  One 
of  the  two  had  been  dangerously  hurt.  But  which 
of  them  ?  The  reports  didn't  tell — the  reports 
did  not  know.  Was  it  her  lover  ? — or  was  it  his 
companion  ?  Sick  with  sympathy  and  terror,  she 
read  the  wild  record  over  and  over  again,  but 
could  come  to  no  conclusion. 

Later  details  proved  that  all  the  machinery  of 
police  had  been  set  to  work  to  trace  the  fugitives, 
in  vain.  The  coasts  were  everywhere  patrolled 
and  watched,  armed  ships  were  scouring  the  sea, 
the  hue  and  cry  was  out  on  every  side,  but  the 
missing  vessel  had  cunningly  evaded  pursuit. 
Jack,  then,  had  escaped  ?  But  how  ? — and  was 
he  dead  or  living?  Rachel  Dene  would  have 
given  the  world  to  know. 

Ralph  Hollis  was  still  in  the  Far  West.  After 
some  months  of  salmon-fishing  in  Canada,  he  had 
gone  on  to  Manitoba,  and  thence  across  country 
to  Denver  and  San  Francisco.  He  had  written 
frequently — long  letters,  to  which  her  grandfather 
had  replied,  and  in  one  of  which,  received  only 
a   few  weeks   past,  he   had   boldly   expressed  the 
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hope  that  Rachel  might  some  day  become  Lady 
Beauchamp. 

Jacob  Dene  had  read  her  the  words,  and  they 
seemed  so  kindly,  so  respectful,  and  so  loyal,  that 
she  was  deeply  touched ;  but  she  had  only  said, 
with  a  sad  smile,  "Nay,  grandpapa,  thou  knowest 
I  shall  never  marry." 

She  had  long  seen,  nevertheless,  that  the  old 
people  were  working  zealously  on  Ralph's  behalf — 
a  knowledge  which  would  have  made  her  very 
angry  if  she  had  not  been  completely  possessed 
with  the  sentiment  of  the  young  Earl's  kindness 
in  her  time  of  trouble. 

In  point  of  fact,  Ralph  had  been  on  the  point 
of  returning  to  England ;  had  actually  taken  his 
passage  home  by  the  North  German  Lloyd  line 
from  New  York,  when  he  read  in  the  English 
newspapers  an  account  of  Fitzherbert's  arrest  and 
conviction.  A  nameless  terror  filled  him,  and  he 
dared  not  return,  lest  the  only  man  who  knew  his 
secret  should  involve  him  in  his  downfall.  No ; 
he  would  let  the  thing  blow  over,  and,  before 
sailing,  discover  if  there  was  any  danger.     Meeting 
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an  old  comrade  in  New  York,  be  went  on  with 
him  to  New  Orleans,  where  he  fell  back  into  some 
of  his  old  habits,  and  relapsed  into  gambling  and 
dissipation. 

As  Eachel  sat  looking  out  at  the  wintry  prospect, 
thinking  of  Jack,  and  wondering  if  he  were  alive 
or  dead,  a  knock  came  to  the  door,  and  the 
waiting-maid  brought  in  a  card,  saying  that  a 
gentleman  wished  to  see  her  on  particular  busi- 
ness. She  looked  at  the  card  and  read,  "  Lord 
Delamere,"  a  name  quite  unfamiliar  to  her  ;  but 
she  asked  the  maid  to  show  the  visitor  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  as  he  entered,  rose  to  meet 
him  with  characteristic  self-possession. 

"  Good  afternoon,  Miss  Dene,"  said  his  lord- 
ship, beaming  upon  her  with  his  good-humoured 
boyish  face.  "  You  must  let  me  apologize  for 
intruding  upon  j'ou  without  an  introduction.  I 
have  come  a  long  way  to  see  you,  and  am 
glad  to  find  you  at  home."  Then,  seeing  her 
look  of  surprise,  he  added,  "  I've  often  heard  of 
you,  Miss  Dene,  from  one  whom  you  know  very 
well." 
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"  Indeed  !  "  said  Rachel,  wondering  still  more. 
"Prithee,  sit  down." 

Delamere  took  a  chair,  and  became  a  little  con- 
fused and  nervous — a  very  unusual  circumstance 
with  one  generally  so  cool.  He  fidgeted  with  his 
hat,  dropped  his  umbrella,  and  all  the  time  kept 
his  eyes  fixed  nervously  on  the  young  girl's 
face. 

"  Can  you  keep  a  secret  ?  "  he  said,  at  last. 

"I  hope  so,"  she  answered,  smiling. 

"Because,"  he  continued,  smiling  also,  "I'm 
going  to  place  myself  in  your  power.  If  the  police 
knew  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you,  I  should  very 
likely  wear  a  sample  of  steel  bracelets  before 
to-morrow  morning.  I've  broken  the  laws,  my 
dear  Miss  Dene,  in  an  awful  way.  I'm  a  regular 
criminal,  egad  !  " 

She  gazed  at  him  with  fresh  wonder,  and  began 
to  think  that  he  was,  at  least,  very  eccentric.  He 
certainly  did  not  look  like  a  criminal,  though,  for 
his  face  was  the  picture  of  indolent  good  humour. 
•  His  next  words  startled  her,  and  her  colour  came 
and  went  wildly  as  he  spoke  them. 
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"  Have  you  read  in  the  papers  of  that  afifair  at 
Portland?" 

"  The  escape  from  prison  "?  "  she  cried.  "  Yes, 
yes !  " 

"  Well,  you'll  hardly  believe  it,  but  I  was  in  it, 
and  that  is  what  has  brought  me  here." 

Rachel  rose  to  her  feet  with  a  cry. 

"  Thou  hast  news  of  Jack — of  Mr.  Heywood  ? 
Tell  me  quickly,  is  he  alive  or  dead  ?  " 

"Make  your  mind  easy.  He  is  very  much 
alive." 

"  But  one  was  wounded.  I  have  been  in  terror 
ever  since  lest " 

"  It  was  not  your  friend  whom  the  rascals 
shot  down,"  said  Lord  Delamere ;  "  it  was  poor 
Fitz,  my  chum — the  best  fellow  in  the  world ! 
We  planned  their  escape.  It  was  well  managed ; 
but  poor  Fitz  got  his  quietus.  He's  —  he's 
dead  ! " 

And  the  speaker  drew  his  hand  across  his 
eyes,  while  his  hearty  face  grew  sad  and 
clouded. 

"But  I  gave  him  a  promise  before  he  died," 
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continued  Delamere  to  Eachel,  who  scarcely  heard 
him,  for  she  was  weeping  joyfully,  and  gazing 
silently.  "  I  gave  him  a  promise,  and  I'm  going  to 
keep  it.  With  his  dying  breath,  Miss  Dene,  he 
cleared  an  innocent  man ;  more  than  that,  he  had 
everything  set  down,  and  legally  witnessed,  and 
signed  it  with  his  own  hand." 

"What  dost  thou  mean?"  cried  Eachel.  He 
said — he  said " 

"  That  young  Heywood  was  no  murderer.  That 
the  murder — it  wasn't  murder,  though — was  done 
by  some  one  else." 

"  I  knew  it — I  knew  it !  Oh,  thank  God— thank 
God ! " 

At  the  joyful  news,  all  her  love  sprang  up  like  a 
fountain,  and  she  wept  like  a  child.  As  she  tried 
to  dry  her  eyes,  she  glanced  towards  the  door,  and 
uttered  a  wild  cry.  On  the  threshold  of  the  room, 
framed  in  the  doorway,  stood  a  pale,  bearded  man, 
looking  at  her.  He  wore  a  rough  sailor's  suit,  and 
was  otherwise  much  changed  ;  but  she  knew  him 
in  a  moment. 

"Jack!"  she   cried;    and   he   sprang    forward 

VOL.  u.  0 
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and    caught    her    in    his    arms    as    she    fainted 
away. 

When  she  recovered  she  was  lying  on  the  sofa, 
and  Jack — the  same  kind,  gentle  Jack  of  old — was 
bending  over  her. 

"  Forgive  me,  Rachel !  "  he  said.  "  I  thought 
you  would  be  glad  to  see  me  again,  and  I  think 
you  were;  but  I'd  no  right  to  take  thee  by  sur- 
prise like  that,  my  lass.  I've  come  all  the  way 
to  Deepdale  to  see  thee,  and  tell  thee  some  good 
news." 

She  blushed  and  shrank  away,  for  in  a  moment 
of  joyful  impulse  she  had  revealed  her  whole  heart 
to  the  man  who  had  scarcely  ever  dared  to  speak 
to  her  of  love. 

"  Thou  canst  prove  thy  innocence,"  she  said. 
"  Oh,  I  am  so  glad,  so  glad  !  " 

The  man's  face  saddened. 

"  Maybe,  lass ;  when  'tis  all  proved,  you'll  be  a 
bit  sorry  too ;  and  I'm  in  trouble  still.  The  hue 
and  cry  is  out  after  me,  and  if  the  police  knew 
I  was  here,  they  would  take  me  back  to  gaol." 

She  looked  round.     The  room  was  empty,  for 
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Lord  Delamere  had  discreetly  retired.  She  sprang 
up,  and  closed  the  door. 

"  Take  thee  ?  But  thou  art  innocent !  Ah,  I 
knew  it !  " 

"  I'll  have  to  prove  it,  my  lass,"  said  Jack,  "  and 
that'll  cause  more  sore  hearts  than  one.  But 
there,  let  me  look  at  thee !  Let  me  see  the  sweet 
face  I  ha'  dreamed  of  so  many  nights  i'  my 
trouble  !  I  ha'  had  a  had  time,  my  lass,  since  last 
we  met,  but  I'd  go  through  it  all  again  right  gladly 
to  be  sure  o'  one  thing,  and  that  one  thing's  thy 
love  !  " 

He  held  her  in  his  arms,  and  she  didn't  offer 
any  resistance.  Their  lips  met  for  one  moment 
of  supreme  happiness.  Then  she  looked  up,  and 
whispered,  "  I  knew  thou  wouldst  come  back  to 
me,  Jack !  " 

"  Call  me  that  again,"  he  said. 

"  Jack — dear  Jack !  " 

"  I  was  right,  after  all.  You  do  love  me, 
then  ?  " 

"  I  have  loved  thee  always,  I  think  !  " 

"  Always  ?  " 
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"  At  least,  as  long  as  I  can  remember.  Most  of 
all,  Jack,  in  thy  great  trouble." 

There  was  a  gentle  tap  at  the  door.  Lord 
Delamere  walked  in,  smiling. 

"  Sorry  to  intrude,  my  lad,  but  we  must  get 
back  to  London.  My  dear  Miss  Dene,  make  your 
mind  easy.  Heywood  here  is  going  to  walk  right 
back  into  the  lion's  mouth,  but  he  won't  stay 
there.  We'll  prove  he's  innocent,  right  up  to  the 
hilt,  egad !  " 

And  he  took  Jack's  hand. 

"  This  is  our  best  friend,"  Jack  cried.  "  We 
mustn't  get  him  into  trouble.  No  man  must  know 
how  it  all  came  about." 

Jack  Hej^wood  proceeded  straight  to  London 
and  surrendered  himself  to  the  authorities,  while 
Lord  Delamere  went  off  to  his  friend  the  great 
criminal  lawyer,  and  put  the  whole  matter  in  his 
hands.  A  white  lie  was  necessary  to  free  Dela- 
mere and  Deuceace  from  complicity  in  the  escape 
from  Portland,  so  it  was  suggested  that  the  two 
gentlemen,  when  rambling  in  Brittany,  had  found 
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Fitzherbert  at  the  point  of  death,  and  by  the 
merest  accident  received  his  last  confession. 
Suspicion  pointed  to  them  as  agents  in  the  escape, 
but  proof  was  difficult,  not  to  say  impossible.  But 
money  and  influence  in  plenty  were  brought  to 
bear  on  the  authorities.  In  a  very  short  time 
Jack's  innocence  was  proved,  and  a  warrant 
issued  for  the  arrest  of  Ealph  Hollis,  Lord 
Beauchamp. 

That  warrant,  however,  was  never  executed. 
On  the  very  day  of  its  issue,  information  was 
received  by  cable  that  an  English  peer,  Earl 
Beauchamp,  had  been  shot  dead  in  a  gambling 
affray  at  New  Orleans.  The  shock  of  the  news 
killed  his  mother.  She  was  thus  spared  the 
knowledge  of  her  son's  great  crime.  Further 
details  confirmed  the  cable  report,  and  added 
shocking  particulars,  with  which  we  decline  to 
trouble  the  reader. 

Jack  Heywood  walked  forth  into  the  sunshine, 
a  free  man.  His  first  impulse  was  to  go  to  Lord 
Delamere,  and  thank  that  kindly  peer  for  all  his 
Iness.     He  found  his  lordship  in  the  smoking- 
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room  of  the  club,  in  company  with  Major 
Deuceace.  They  were  looking  sorrowfully  at  a 
letter,  which  ran  as  follows  : — 

"  Dear  Lord  Delamere, 

**  I  am  leaving  England  for  India.  Before 
I  go  I  wish  to  send  you  my  last  adieux,  for  we 
shall  never  meet  again.  God  will  reward  you  for 
your  loyalty  to  your  friend,  the  man  I  loved,  and 
shall  love  until  I  die.  I  do  not  mourn  him  ;  I  am 
too  proud,  too  glad.  He  died  like  an  English 
gentleman,  and  was  happier  in  such  a  death  than 
in  his  life. 

"  Yours  always  truly, 

"Julia  O'Gallagher." 

"Poor  Fitz !  "  said  Delamere,  folding  up  the 
letter. 

"  Poor  Fitz  !  "  echoed  Deuceace. 

Then  they  shook  hands  with  Jack,  and  asked 
him  to  join  them  in  a  brandy  and  soda.  He 
declined,  saying  he  had  sworn  off  strong  drink  for 
ever,  but  took  some  lemonade. 
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"  I  say,  3-ou're  wanted  in  Yorkshire,"  said  Lord 
Delamere,  smiling. 

Jack  laughed,  and  wrung  the  gentlemen's  hands. 
He  would  have  hugged  them  both.  Then  he 
rushed  from  the  room,  almost  crying. 

*'  Queer  world  !  "  soliloquized  Delamere. 

"  D — d  queer  !  "  echoed  the  gallant  Major. 

"  Poor  Fitz  !  " 

''Poor  Fitz  !" 

Then  both  gentlemen  looked  at  each  other 
dolefully. 

"  Can't  stand  this,"  said  Algernon,  Lord  Dela- 
mere. "Fling  the  bell!  Here,  waiter,  bring  me 
some  more  brandy  and  soda." 

Our  tale  is  told.  If  the  reader  demands  any 
further  sequel,  let  him  betake  himself  some  day 
to  the  happy  and  prosperous  valley  of  Deepdale. 
There  he  will  learn,  what  he  already  guesses,  that 
John  Heywood,  once  tried  and  convicted  for 
murder,  reigns  where  Jacob  Dene  reigned,  and 
is  now,  thanks  partly  to  the  great  invention, 
the  richest  manufacturer  in  Yorkshire ;    and  that 
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his  wife  Eachel,  once  Eacbel  Dene,  is  his  fit 
helpmate,  his  companion  in  all  things  noble,  and 
the  gentle  mother  of  his  many  children.  So  the 
dark  cloud  turned,  and  the  silver  lining  shone 
out  upon  the  night  at  last. 


THE    END. 
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IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.      With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  Deuain  Hammond. 
FROM  WHOSE  BOURNE,  &c.     With  47  Illustrations. 

BARRETT  (FRANK,  Author  of  "  Lady  Biddy  Fane,')  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin.  each;  cloth,  'Jw.  <mI.  each. 


FETTERED    FOR    LIFE. 
THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH. 
BETWEEN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
FOLLY  MORRISON.  1  HONEST  DAVIE. 
LITTLE  LADY  LINTON. 


A  PRODIGAL'S  PROGRESS. 
JOHN  FORD;  and  HIS  HELPMATE. 
A  RECOILING  VENGEANCE. 
LIEUT.BARNABAS.  |  FOUND  GUILTY. 
FOR  LOVE  AND  HONOUR. 


THE  WOMAN  OF  THE  IRON   BRACELETS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  liit.  ««l. 

BEACONSFIELD,  LORD.  By  T.  P.  O'Connor.  M.P.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  5s. 
BEAUCHAMP  (S).-GRANTLEY  GRANGE.  Post  svo,  must,  boards.  •_'.• 
BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY  BRITISH  ARTISTS:  A  Gathering  fr,:: 

the  Picture  Galleries,  engraved  on  Steel.     Imperial  jto,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  'J  I  s. 
BECHSTEIN.— AS   PRETTY  AS    SEVEN,  and  other  German   Stor . 
Collected  by  LuDwiG  Bechstein.     With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grp;  :, 
and  q8  Illustrations  by  RicHTER.   Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <Im.  <»«!.;  gilt  edges.  7ii.  (><!. 

BlEEMO^HM.—WAin)ERTNGSlN  PATAGONIA ;  or,  Life  among  the 

Ostrich  Hunters.     By  Julius  Bekrhohm.     With  Ulusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  3i>.  <mI. 
BENNETTTW.   C,   LL.D.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  hmp.  «•.  each.^ 
A  BALLAD  HISTORY  OF   ENGLAND.    |  SONGS  FOR  SAILORS. 

BESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  :i-i.  <i<l.  each  ;  post  «vo.  illust.  bds.i  2*.  each ;  cl.  limp,  tim,  Hd.  each 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard 
THE  CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.     With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Froatispiece  by  Charles  Gkeen, 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories.  I  CHILDREN  OF  GIBEOF. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  Withi2  Illustrationsby  A.  Forestier 
KERR  PAULUS:  Mis  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F  Waddv 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE,  .S:c.     With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  HOLY  ROSE,.'lc.    With  Frontispiece  bvF.  Barnard. 

ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  Illusls.  by  F.Barnard 
ST.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.     With  12  pace  Illustrations  by  C  Grefn    * 
VERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHANOTIS,  &c.      |      THE  IVORY  GATE:  A  Novel." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3h.  <mI.  e^ch. 

THE  REBEL  QUEEN. |         IN  DEACON'S  ORDERS.  [Shortly. 

BEYOND  THE  DREAMS  OF  AVARICE.  Three  Vols,, cr.  Svo,  15.>!i.  net.  [Shortly. 
FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.  With  144  Plates  ,nuf  Woodcuts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5». 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  «■. 
THE  ART  OF  FICTION.    Demy  Svo,  Ih. 

LONDON.     With  121  Illustrations.     New  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7n.  ««I. 
BIR  RICHARD  WHITTINOTON.    Frontispiece.    Crown  bvo,  Irish  Linen,  »».  «.l. 
GASPARD  DE  COLIGNY.     With  a  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  Irish  linen,  .'Cx.Gd. 
AS  WE  ARE  :  AS  WE  MAY  BE :  Social  Essays.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  «m.    {_Shortly. 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,   NOVELS  BY. 

Ci.Kvo,  cl.ex..:t».  «d.  each  ;  post  bvo,  illust.  bds.,  '^s.  each;  cl.  limp,  !is,  Qd.  each. 
READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY.  BY   CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 


MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND   CROWN. 
THIS  SON   OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN   BUTTERFLY. 
THE   MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


THE   CHAPLAIN    OF  THE    FLEET. 
THE   SEAMY   SIDE. 
THE   CASE   OF   MR.   LUCRAFT,   &c. 
'TWAS    IN   TRAFALGAR'S   BAY,  &c. 
THE    TEN   YEARS'   TENANT,   &c. 
•**  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
Bet  In  new  type,  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  hound  m  cloth  extra.  Os.  each. 

BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.     By  Austin  Dobson.     With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <is. 

BIERCE.— IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE  :  Tales  of  Soldiers  and  Civilians, 
By  Ambrose  Bierce.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «».;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Ha. 

BILL  NYE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES.    With  i46"Tmi^ 

trations  by  F.  Opper.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iin,  <jd. 

BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS! 

GROSVENOR   NOTES,  Vol.  HI.,  1888-90. 


ACADEMY  NOTES,  1873-79.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  600  Illusts.    Cloth.  63. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  700  Hlusts.    Cloth,  6s. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 
GROSVENOR  NOTES,  separate  years, 

from  1878-1890,  each  Is. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 

With  ?r.o  Illusts.     Demy  8vo.  cloth,  6s, 

GROSVENOR NOTES.Vol.  II..  1883-87. 

With  300  Illusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


Illusts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  33.  6d. 


THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I.,  1888-1892. 

With  -50  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  at  the  NATIONAL 

GALLERY.     With  114  Illustrations.     Is. 
OLD    MASTERS    AT    THE    NATIONAL 

GALLERY.     With  128  Illustrations.    Is.  6d. 
ILLUSTRATED    CATALOGUE   TO  THE 

NATIONAL  GALLERY.    242  lUusts.,  cL,  3s. 


THE  PARIS  SALON,  1894.     With  Facsimile  Sketches.     3s. 
THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1894.    With  Sketches.    38.  Cd. 

BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  William 
Bell  Scott.     With  descriptive  Text.     Folio,  ball-bound  boards,  'JIw. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE).  Poems  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 
THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.    With  a  Frontispiece  bv  Ford  Madox  Brown. 
SONGS  AND  SONNETS.    Fcap.  8vo,  vellum  and  sold. 


BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS:    Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Ocl. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  History  of  Tournalism.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.,  25ii. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Cr.  8vo.  Qg. 

MWERS:=LEAVES~FRO"M~ArHUNTING  JOURNAL.      By  George 

Bowers.     Oblonc  folio,  lialf-bound,  'ilw^ 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  ooards.  as.  each. 
CHRONIC^LES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    |      CAMP  NOTES.    |      SAVAGE  LIFE. 

BRAND'S  OBSERVATIONS   ON   POPULAR  ANTIQUITIES ;  chiefly 

illustrating  the  Ungin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.     With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7n.  <}tl. 

BREWER  RE  VrDR:)71W0RKS"BY. 

THE    READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF   ALLUSIONS,    REFERENCES,   PLOTS,  AND 

STORIES.    Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Hvo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  61I. 
AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 

"The  Reader's    Handbook,"  separateJy  printed.     Crown  8  vo,  cloth  limp,  list. 
A  DICTIONARY   OF    MIRACLES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  till.  

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  «d.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  ol  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIICNCE:  Galileo.TychoBrahe,  and  Kkpi.kr.  With  Portiaits. 
LETTERS  ONNATURAL  MAGIC.     With  nuuipiT>us  Illustrjilions.  ^ 

BRILLAtTSAVARiN.-GASTRONDMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2a. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EUl nON.     In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Vs.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Vol.        1.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.     With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.      II.  LtcK  OF  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 
Vol.    III.  Tales  OF  the  Argonauts — eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.     IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.    VI.  Tales  ok  the  Pacific  Slope. 

Vol.  VII.  Talks  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.  With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.K, 
Vol. VIII.  Tales  ok  the  Pine  and  the  Cyprf.ss. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,in  Prose  and  Poetry    With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  llii.i.Kw,  portrait  of  Author.and  50  Illusls.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex..  7ii.  6<l. 
BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Handmade  paper  &  buckram.  Cr  8vo.  4a.tf  d. 
THE   QUEEN    OF    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,clotb,  Ss. 
Crown  avo,  cloth  extra,  lin.  tid.  each. 
A  WAIF  OF  THE   PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN   GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L  Wood. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.     With  Two  Illustrations  bv  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME   OTHER   PEOPLE.      With  a 

KrontispiLir;  by  I'Rfci).  Uak.nakd. 
SUSY:  A  Novel.     Willi  Frontispiece  and  ViRnette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
BALLY  DOWS,  &c.     With  47  Illustrations  by  W,  D.  Almond,  &c. 
A  PROTEGEE  OF  JACK  HAMLIN'S.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small,  &c. 
THE  BELL-RINGER  OF  ANGEL'S,  &c.   sglllusts.by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c.  [Shortly. 

Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  'in.  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  Sc^JJlALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  bo.irds,  iSs.  each ;  cloth  limp,  'i».  4><l.  earh. 

FLIP.  I        MARUJA. L_A  PHYLLIS  OP  THE  SIERBA8. 

Fcap.  8vo,  pictuie  cover,  1m.  each. 
SNOWBOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. |      JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOVE  STORY. 

BRYDGES.- UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.    By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo.  illustrated  boards.  'i».  ;  cloth  limp,  •£•*.  «>d. 


BUCHANAN'S    (ROBERT)    WORKS.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ««.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalzieu 

THE   EARTHQUAKE;  or,  Si.x  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY   OF   DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustr.itions  by  P.  Macnab. 

THE  WANDERING  JEW:  A  Christmas  Carol.     Second  Edition. 

THE   OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme'for  the  Tinie.     With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Petkr   Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.     Small  demv  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ms. 
KOBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  Oil. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :{«.  (mI.  '-ach;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^i».  each. 


THE   SHADOW   OF  THE   SWORD 
A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.    Frontispiece. 
GOD  AND  THE  MAN.    With  11  lUus- 

THE  MARTYRDOMOF  MADELINE. 

With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Coopkr. 


LOVE   ME   FOR  EVER,     hrontisp.prp 
ANNAN  WATER.     FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :   A  Str.rv  r.t  a  Caravan       Front. 
THE  MASTER   OF   THE  MINE.     Front. 
THE   HEIR  OF   LINNE. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'{t.  <»«l.  earli. 

WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN.  ^ I      RED  AND  WHITE  HEATHER. 

RACHEL  DENE.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  I  <H.  net.  rs/if.W>. 

BURTONl(CAPTAIN).-THE  BOOK  OF  THE  SWORD.     By  Richard 

F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.     Demy  4to. cloth  exfa.  .'{'jw. 

BURTON  (ROBERT): 

THF,   ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Od. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED.    Abridgment  of  Burton's  Anat.     Post  Svo.  a*.  6d. 

PAINE    (T.    HALL),    NOVELS    BY.     C>own  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3^.  «d.  each; 
^  post  Bvo.  illiisirati  d  boards.  'Jw.  e.irli ;  cloth  limp,  '^H.  «d.  e.icli. 

SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    I    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER). -THE    CRUISE    OF     THE    "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.     Bv  V.  [.ovktt  Camkron,  K.N.     PostSvo.  boards,  '4». 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY.  PostVvo.iiiust.bds..*.*..each, 

JUlvIBT'S  QVABDIAH,  |    OPCBIYERS  EVER, 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 
CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  AND  R.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 
Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth,  tf  4W. 

CARLYLE  (JANE^^TS'H),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  IrelXi^ 

With  Portrait  ana  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  denay  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7.>*.  6il. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GE0RGETW0RKS:=V5in7Plays.— Vol.  XL,  Poems  and 
Minor  Translations,  with  Essav  by  A.  C.  Swinburne. — Vol.  III.,  Translations  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odvssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  tts.  each. 

CHATTO  AND~JACKSON.^=A"TREATiSEON~WOOD  ENGRAVING: 

Bv  W.  A.  Chatto  and  J.  Jackson.     With  4 jo  tine  IlUists.     Large  4to,  hf.^bd.,  *iSm. 
CHAUCER'^FORlCHrLbRENTXGolden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis: 

VVitli  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    F.v  Mrs.  H.  K.  Hawe^  DemySvo.  cloth  limp,  38.  6<l. 

CLAREJA.).--FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS.  Post  8vo,  2s.';  cl..2s.6d. 
CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.   Po.t  8vo,  iiiust.  boards  3.^.  each. 

PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE.  _ 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND   DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd,   F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. 

COB B ANTJrMACLAREN )7"N0VELS  BY^ 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'{!•.  lid.  each. 
THE  RED  SULTAN. |      THE  BURDEN  OF  ISABEL.      [Shovtly. 

COLEMANlJOHN),   WORKS  BY7~  '         " 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAYE  KNOWN.   Two  Vols.,  Svo, cloth,  34». 
CURLY;  An  Actor's  Storv.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  8vo,c1.,  Is.  «d. 

COLERIDGE.— THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.     By  M.  E. 

Coleridge.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  Js.  <id. 

COLLINS'(Cr~ATLSTON):^THE  BAR  SINTSTTR.     Post  8vo,  2s.~~ 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss,  <»«l.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3«.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.     |     YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |     A  YILLAGE  COMEDT. 
Post  8vo,  illu-trated  boards.  3s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  V/ITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),   NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  OtI.each  ;  post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,3s.  each;  cl.  limp,  3s.  Cid.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  GiLnERT,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE   AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. ,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.     Illustratinns  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO   DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF   HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  K.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY    MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN   AND   WIFE.     With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurikr  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR   MRS.?    With  Illuus.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE  NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE   FROZEN   DEEP.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.     Ilhists.  by  S.  L.  Fildks,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE   HAUNTED   HOTEL,     lllusi.ued   hv  Arthir  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN    LEAVES.    1    HEART  AND   SCIENCE.  I  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEI/S  DAUGHTER.       '-I   SAY   NO."  LITTLE   NOYELS. 

THE    BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Prffan-  bv  Wai.ti;k  Hk.sant,  and  IHusts.  by  A.  Foukstier. 
THE  WOMAN  INJWHITE.     Popular  Kdition.     Medium  Svo,  ltd. ;  cloth.  Is. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHUKTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY^  ~ 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OP  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT ;  A  iJiographical  ami  Critical  Study.  Crown 8yo,  ciciheitca.  S», 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


COLMAN'S  (GEORGE)  HUMOROUS  WORKS  :  "  Broad  Grins,"  "  My 

Nightgown  and  Slippers,"  &c.     With  Life  and  Frontis.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra.  7»,  Od. 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY^INCH   A   SOLDIER :  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

CoLQUHOUN.     Post  8vo,  jlUistratud  boards,  iJB. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.    Crown  Svo,^  Iw.;  cloth  limp.  In.  «d. 

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.  Two  Vols..  8vo.  cloth,  2S«. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTOITS  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.   Fcap.  8vo,  Jap,  vellum,  a».  «d. 


COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl. 


ex.,  3a.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards, ^s. 
LEO.     Post  «vo,  illustrated  "boards,  iift. 

COOPER  (EDWARD  H.)^EOFFORY  HAMILTON^    Cr.  8vo.  3sr6d. 

CORNWALL-POPULAR  ROMANCES  OP  THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 
LAND ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.I^S^Tw^S^e]-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  c1..7b.  «d. 

COTES.— TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.     By  V.  Cecil  Cotes.     With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2i«.  ttd. 

CRADDOCincrEGBERT)T"STORIES  BY. 

PROPHET ofthe  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUNTAINS.  Post8vo.ilIust.bds..a».;cl.,2i*.6d. 
HIS  VANISHED  STAR.  _Cro%vn  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Sw.  «d. [Shortly. 

CRELLIN  (H.  N.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ROMANCES  of  tho  OLD  SERAGLIO.  28  Illusls.  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Cr.  8ve>,  cl.,  3s.  «d. 
THE  NAZAREWES;    A  Drama.     Crown  8vo,  1«. 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  Matt  Crim.    With 

a  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  Od. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'j». 
C^0KEir(BTM7),   NOVELS   BY.      Crown  8vo.  clcth  extra.  3».  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each ;  cloth  limp,  2m.  tid.  each. 
PRETTV  MISS  NEVILLE.  I     DIANA  BARRINGTOH. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.  PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.       |      "TO  LET." 

MR^JERYIS._Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  c[oth,  1S».  nett. __^ 

CRUIKSHANK'S  comic  Almanack,  complete  in  two  series: 
The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackkray,  Hood,  Mavhew,  Aluert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
SHANK,  HiNE,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7»».  fid.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerkold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography,     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

CUMMING"(CTFrG0RD0N)7  WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex..  »,.  «d.  each. 
IN   THE  HEBRIDtlS.     With  Aiitotvpe  Farsmiite  and  ■zt.  Illustrations. 
IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
TWO   HAPPY  YEARS   IN    CEYLON.     \Vjth2S  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  PholoBravure  Frontis.    Demy  8vo.  cl.. Tg. 6d. 

CUSSANST^^  HANDBOOK  OF   HERALDRY  ;   with  Instructions  f5r 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.   By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
408  Woodcut^  and  2  Coloured  Plates.    F'ourth  edition,  revised,  crown  8vo.  cloth,  Gh. 

C YPLES(W. )— H'EARTS  of  Gl)LIJ71:r.8vo.cl.,3s.6cl.;  post8vo,"bdiT2sr 
nANIEL.-MERRIE  ENGLAND TlT  THE  OLDEN  TIME.   By  George 

^     Daniki-  With  IlhislratioTishy  Hour rtCrimk shank.   Crown  8vo.  cloih  exira.  3«i.  <>d. 

DAUDET."^^TlErEVANGELIST;   or,  Port   Salvation.      By  Alphonse 

Daudkt.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  .'{«.  lid. ;  post  8vo.  illustratrd  boards,  2*. 

DAVTD'SON:=M!i~SADXER'SnDAUGHTERS^      ByTITj^~CoLEMAN 

DavIdso.v.     With  a  Frontispiice.     Crown  8vo,  clolh  extra,  'iit.  OA. 

DAVIES"(DR."N.'E."Y0RKE-)7W0RKS  BY.  Fr.  svo,  in. ea.;  ci..  1«.  6d.  el. 

ONE   THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:    A  MothrrV.  (luidi:  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS   FOR   THE   FAT:    A  Treatise^on^or^Mllt■n^y,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crowirbvo,  2». ;  cloth  limp, '-*••  «d. 


CHATTO  k   WiNDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  liis. 

DAWSON.-THE    FOUNTAIN   OF  YOUTH.     By  Er.'^smus  Dawson, 

M.B.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sw.  6<l.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs. 

DE  GUERIN.-THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.     Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.     With   a   Memoir   by  Sainte-Beuve.     Translated  from  the 
2oth  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  Svo.  half-bound,  as.  6«l. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  iis.  Od. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.    With  a 

Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3m.  Oct.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

DERBY  (THE).— THE~BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF.     With  Brief 

Accounts  of  The  Oaks.    By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  iJ8.  6d. 

DERWENTTLEITH),  novels  by.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6.l.ea.;post8vo.bds..28.ea. 
OUR  LADY   OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DEWAR.— A   ramble   ROUND   THE  GLOBE.     By  T.  R.  Dewar. 

With  220  Illustrations  by  W.  L.  Wvllie,  A.R.A.,  Sydney  Cowell,  A.  S.  Forrest, 
S.  L.  Wood,  James  Greig,  &c.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od.  [Shortly. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELSTBY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  «*.  each. 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    KICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.   |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1S70.  With  a  New  Bibliography. 
Edited  bv  Richard  Berne  Shepherd.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fls. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhoop,  Alfred  Kimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

DICTIONARIES^ 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.    By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 
THE  READER'S   HANDBOOK   OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,   AND 

STORIES.  By  the  Rtv.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttd. 

AUTHORS   AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ss. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  78.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  Os.  6d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  5s. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ot- 
the-Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  <id. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Annota- 
tions.from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  leComedien,"by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  Svo,  parchment.  48.  <>d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  Svo,  cloth,  6a. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.    Witli  4  Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  «s. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.  Two  Series.  Cr.  Svo.  buckram,  Os.^ach. 

DOBSON  (W.   T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 

TIBS.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  iis.  «d. 


DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boirds.  rjs.  each:  cloth  limp,  '.is.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER,  |    WANTED  1      I    A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
CAUGHT  AT   LAST  1  IN  THE  GRIP  OP  THE   LAW. 

TRACKED   AND  TAKEN.  FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN?  I    LINK  BY  LINK. 
SUSPICION  AROUSED. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  '.Ih,  fid.  eacti  ;  post  Svo,  boards,  ^s.  each  ;  cloth,  3s.  tid.  each, 
IHE   MAN   FROM   MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browwk. 

DOYLE  (CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  A.  Conan 

Doyle,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    With  Viunelte  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,  6«.  per  VoL 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  ExpUnatory,  and  a  Bio- 
fc'ra))hiral  Mciiioir  by  Wm.  Gifkohd.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   'Ihree  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  CoinpUie  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  1.  contains  the  Hays 
complete;  Vol.  11.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  SwisiuRNK  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cu.nningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   FroinGiFFORn's  Text.Edit  bv  Col. Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY.  cr. svo.ci, 7s.ou.each. 

A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illu<;tratior)<;  bv  F.  H.Townsknd. 
AH   AMERICAN   GIRL   IN   LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURE^OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
A  DAUGHTER  OB  TO-DAY.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  lOs.  net. 
VERNON'S  AUNT.  With  47  Ilkisf.  bv  Hal  Hurst.  Cr.Svo,  cI.  ex..  as.«d.  ^Shortly. 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Kev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

DvKR,  M.A.    Ci  own  bvo,  cloth  extr^,  (>».  _ 

EARLYnENGLISH   POETS.     Kdiled,  with  Introdijc'tions  and  Annota. 

tion«;.  bv  Kev.  A.  H.Grosakt.  D.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Ow.  per  Volume. 
FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE   POEMS.    One  Vol. 
DAVIES"  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 
HERRICK'S  (ROBERTi  COMPLETE   COLLECTED   POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  iSIR   PHILIPi   COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.-  ZEPHYRUS  :  A  lioriday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  K.  k.  I'EAKt  1;  I.DGt  cmi;t:.     With  41  Ilhi.strations.     Crown  Bvo.  cloth  extra,  ftd.J 

EDISON,  THE  LIFE  &  INVENTIONS  OF  THOMAS  A.  ByW.K.Uand 

A.  UiCKSON.  25oIlliists.  by  K.  !•'.  OLTfALT,  &c.    iJeiiiy  4I0,  linen  gilt,  ISm.    [Shorlly, 

EDWARDES  (MRS.   ANNIE),   NOVELS  BY: 

A    POINT  OP   HONOUR.    Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex^ra,  ;j».  Od.  ;  post  8vo^  illnst.  boards,  2ii, 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  (juaint  Matters.    By  Ei.iezk.r  Edwards.     Ctown  8vo,  cloth,  7ii.  (id. 

EDWARDS  (M7BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  •£!>. ;  cloth  limp,  !*.««.  Gd. 
FELICIA.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -in, 

ECJERTONT^SUSSEX  F6LK~&SUSSEX  WAYS.  By Rev.J . C. Egerton. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.Svo, cloth  ex.,  5«. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).-ROXY  :  A  Novel.   Post  8vo,  ilhist.  bdsT,  2s'. 
ENGLISHMAN'S   HOUSE,    THE:   A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Buildiiit;  a  House;    with  Estimates  of  Cost.  Quantities.  &c.     By  C.  1. 

RicHARi'SON.    Wijh  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illiists.  Crown  bvo.  cloth,  7».  Od, 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.O.),  WORKS^BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count  of  Albany 

(The  VoiNr,  PRF.TisnF.R).     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  7».  «d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE^ STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.   Crown  bvo.  cloth. «i». 
EYES,    OUR  :    How  to  Preserve'Them  from  Infancy  to  01d^e7~By 
John  Brownino.  F.R.A.S.     Witli -o  IDiists.     EiL-hteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo.  Is. 

KTHUR 

6d. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  bvo.  doth  extra,  4».  Od.earh. 

THE  CHEMICAL   HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lecturesdelivered  before  a  juvenile 

Audii-ure.     Edited  bv  William  Ckookfs.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 

EACH   OTHER.     Edii.Mi  bv  William  Crookks.  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.   ANSON),   WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY   MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  «». 

WAR:  Tli-ee  IN-^nvs  run  luted  lioni  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo.  Iw. ;  cl..  ln.Od. 

■pENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  NEW  MISTRESS.    Cr.  bvo,  cloth  extra,  :j«.  «»d.;  post  8vo,  tllust.  boards,  Sa. 

Trown  8vn,  cloth  extra.  :in.  4iil.  ^tcIi. 
WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED.  I  THE  TIOEB  LILY.  |  THE  WHITF.  VIRQIR.  [Shortlv. 


FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  Bv  Samuel  Akti 

-*■      1;knt,  a.m.     Filth  Edition.  Krvis.'d  .uid  Enlarged.  Crown  Svo',  cloth  extra.  7*. 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


FIN-BEC.-THE   CUPBOARD   PAPERS  :   Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Dining.     Bv  Fin-Bec.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  !ijt.  (id. 

FIREWORKSrTHE  COMPLETE^RT   OF^MAkING;  or,  The  Pyro- 

tf>.:ihiiist's 'Ireasiirv.     By  Thomas  Kentish.    Witli  267  IllustrationF.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  5s>. 
FIRST  BOOK,  MY.     By  Walter  Besant,  J.  K.  Jerome,  R.  UrSTEVEK". 
SON,  and  others.     With  a  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  nearly  200 
IHiistra'ion<;.     Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  <mI. 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  MrAT^F.S7A:)7~W0RKS^BY. 

THE   WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ."Js.  Od. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  trom  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  fid. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  Svo,  clotn  extra,  '.is.  «id. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3». 

Post  8vo,  illustrpted  boards,  iis.  each. 
B'^LLA  donna.  1  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TIfXOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.     I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck;.    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 

Doinjs,  and  Writings;  and  Four  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  "iin. 
THE  SAVOY  OPERA.    With  f.o  Illustrations  and  Portraits.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth.  :{.■*.  Od. 

flamSarion  (Camille),  works  by. 

POPULAR  ASTRONOMY  :   A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Trans,  by  J.  E. 

Cork,  F.R.A.S.  With  3  Plates  and  2^8  Ilhists.  Medium  8vo,  cloth,  !«.■*.  [Shorlly. 
URANIA  :  A  Romance.     With  87  Illustrations.     CK)wn  8vo,  cloth  extra.  5w. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILESrB^IXrCOSlPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's   Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Deatii,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  DP.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards.  <>s. 

FONBLA"NQUE'(ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  FostSvo,  illtTsTrbds.,  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lift.  Od.  each:   post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«i.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  I  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KHAYE? 

Cruwn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ',%!*.  <»d.  each, 
ROPES  OF  SAND.    Illustrated.  I  JACK  DOYLE'S  DAUGHTER.    iShortly. 

A  DOG  AND  HIS  SHADOW. | 

OLYMPIA.  PostSvo.  iUust.bds..3s.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  Svo,  pict.  cover,  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW._  Postjvo,  illustrated  boards,  3w. 

FREDERIC~(HAR:0LD),  NOVELSBY.     Post  "Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

SETH'SBROTHER'S  WIFE.  _  |  THEJ-AWTON  GIRL. 

FRENCH   LITERATURE,   A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van   Laun. 

Thr.rf  Vols.,  df  my  Svo.  cloth  boards,  r«.  <>d.  each. 

FRERE.— PANDURANG  HARI  ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 

tare  bv  Sir  Barti.I';  1'Ui;i;e.     Crown  Svo,  c|oth,  :i».  <id.  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  38. 

FRISWELL  (HAIN).  -ONE  OF  TWOj  A  N^TCl~Post~8\^,"iTlus^t.  bds.,  2s. 
FROST  (THOMAS),   WORKS   BY.    oownSvo,  cinth  nx.ra::;«.  «d.  each. 

CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.    I    LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND   THE   OLD   LONDON   FAIRS.  

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Hilited  by  John  I^ANK,     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  1h.  4><l. 

GARDENING    BOOKS.       I^tSvo.  1«.  e.adi  ;  doth  limp,  Ik,  «d.  each. 

"    A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE.    By  George  Glknny. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    Bv  Tom  and   |ane  Jerrold.     Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jeruold. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN.    By  Tom  Jerrold.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  «d. 

MY   GARDEN   WILD.     By  Francis  G.  Heath.     Crown  Svo,  doth  extra.  <>w. 

GARRETT.— THE  "CAPEL   GIRLS  :  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  Svo,  doth  e\tra,  :{«.  tjil.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3!». 

GAUTOT.^^THE'RED^HTRTS  :    A  Story  of  the  Revolution.     By  Paul 

Gaui.ot.     Translated  by  J.  A.  I.^^e  Villiers.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  :{■«.  ««r. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,  THE.     Is.  Monthly.  Articles  upon  Litera- 
ture, Science  and  Art,  and  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Svi-vanus  Urban,  appear  monthly. 
_   *.*  Untiii.t  I'olinncs  lor  recftit  vcan  kfplin  .lock.  S».  HA.  each.   Ca'^es  for  hiiuiini;,\in. 

e^NTLEMAN'S  ANNUALTTHE,  Published  Annually  in  No^mb^FTi j, 
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GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translatecfby  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  <>w.  Cd.;  gilt  edges.  Ta.  <>«!» 

gibbonTcharles),  novels~by. 

Crown  6\o,  cloth  extra,  3«.  ««l,  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  F0RE8T.|    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  bo^irds,  'in.  oach. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD   SAY? 

FOR   THE   KING.  1   A   HARD   KNOT. 

QUEEN   OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN, 


IN   LOVE   AND  WAR. 
A   HEART'S  PROBLEM. 
BY   MEAD  AND  STREAM. 
THE   BRAES  OF  YARROW. 
FANCY    FREE,   |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 
HEART'S   DELIGHT.  |    BLOOD-MONEY. 

GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo.  Is.  ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2».each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS,                       I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
_  THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN. J 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.     Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The   First   Series  contains:    The    Wicked   World — Pygmalion    and    Galatea — 

Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Seriks:  Broken  Hearts— Enga<,'efl— Sweethearts— Grctchen—Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  "  Pinafore"— The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 
EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS   wTitten   by   W.  S.   Gilhert.    Cont,iinin: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance— lolanthe—PatiencL  — 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.     Demy  8%o,  cloth  limp,  'iit.  Od. 
THE   "GILBERT  AND   SULLIVAN"   BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Evrr  v 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Roval  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  'is.  Od, 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3».  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2i«.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Masbonaland.     With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet, 
A  FAIR  COLONIST.    VVith"a~Frontisplcce.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  ;{!».  6«r 


GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  .Management  ot  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     Dy  George  Glennv.     Post  Svo.  Iw. ;  cloth  limp,  Iw.  tid. 

GODWIN. -LIVES  OF^THE  NECROMANCERS.    By  WiluX^"g^d: 

WIN.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  'is.  

GOLDEN   TREASURY~0P^TH0UGHT,"TH¥ r^ATTEncyclopsdia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodokr  Taylor.     Crownjivo,  cloth  gilt,  7w.  Oil. 

GONTAUT,  MEMOIRS  OF  THE  DUCHtl.-SE  DE,  Gouvernante  to  the 
Children  of  France,  1773-183O.  With  Photogravure  l^tontispieces.  Two  Vols., small 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra, '.J l».  

GOODMAN  .-THE  FATE~OF  "HERBEE  7  WAYNE.    By  E,  J .  Good: 

MAN,  Author  of  "Too  Curious."    Crown  Svo,  cloili,  :tM.  <id. 


GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:  A  Story      By  Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  1». 

GREElCS~AND~llOMANS7~tHE~LlFE~()F~THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr,  F.  Hueffer, 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  8\-o.  cloth  extra.  7».  «»d. 

GREENWOOD    (JAMES),    WORKS^BY:      Cr.  Svo.  doth  extra.  3».  «d.  each, 
THEJVU^S  OF  LONDON. j LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  ♦»», ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tja. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN,    Crown^'o,  cloih  extra.  Sh.  ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  a*. 

GRIFFITH,— CORINTHiA   MARAZION  :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Grip- 
FiTH.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'In.  <id. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 

GRUNDY.-THE  DAYS  OF  HIS  VANITY  :  A  PassaRc  m  the  Life  of 
a  Young  Man.    I3y  SvpNtcv  Grunuy.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  It*,  QA, 


CHATTO   ^   WiNDUS,   ^U.    PICCADILLY. 


IIABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS  BY. 
•"  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  'Js.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  '^s.  6(1.  each. 

BRUETON'S  BAYOU.  I         COUNTRY   LUCK. 


HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health.  Weakness,  and  Disease,  Trans- 
lated troiii  the  Gennati  of  Dr.  ].  Pincus.     Crown  Svo,  Is.  ;   cloth,  Is.  6H. 

HXKE  (DR7rH0MAS~G0RD0N);  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex.,  «s.  each. 

NEV/  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |     THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Smalllto,  cToth  exTra,  Ss. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclisb,  Gilbert,  HARVEy.  and 
George  Ckuikshank.     Medium  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  Cd. 

HALLIDAY"TANDRT):^EVEgY-DAY  PAPERS.     Post  Svo,  bds.,"2sr 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  loo  Facsimiles 

and  Exolanatorv  Te\t.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  ija.  6d. 

HANKY^ANKY:    Easy  Tricks,    White   Magic.  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  4«.  <id. 

HARDYTLADY  DlJFFUSy^^AUirWYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     2s. 
HARDY    (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.       By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "Tcss."   With  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations.   Crown  Svo. 

cloth  extra,  '.in.  <»d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3j<.  ;  cloth  limp,  8».  6«1. 

HARPER  (CHARLTSGT),   WORKS  BY.      Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.  10«.  each. 
THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.     With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROM  PADDINGTON  TO  PENZANCE;  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.  105  Illusts. 

HARWOOD.-THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Urt^i ^_____ 

HTWEISlMRSriirR.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  extra.  Cs.  each. 

THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 

THE   ART  OP  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     P'ost^vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demv  Svo,  cloth  limp,  'Js.  «€l. 
CHAUCER   FOR  CHILDREN.    ^S  Illusts.  (8  Coloured).    Srn.  4to.  cl.  extra,  3a.  6d. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving.    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  P.ret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  69. 

HA^Wi:EYTMARTT=WifHOUtXOVE  OR  LICENCE  :  A  Novel.     By 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  '.in.  Od.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards^  '^.■«. 

HAWTHORNE.^^OUR~OLD  HOME.'  By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 
Annotated  with  Passages  from  the  Author's  Note-book,  and  Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15». 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ;5w.  6«1.  each;  post  Svo, illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
GARTH.  I  ELLICE  QUENTIN.     |    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  I    THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MISS  CADOGNA.  |     LOVE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMOKDS.  ~Fcap.  Svo.  illustrated  cover.  Is. 

HEATH.-MY  GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHA:T~I   GREW~THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  fts. 

HELPS  (SIR  ARTHUR),  WORKS  BY.    Post  svo,  doth  limp,  as.  ©d. each. 

ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON:   A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo,  d.  extra,  Ss.  fid. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  2g. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  8vn.  cloth  extra,  :{«.  *ia. 

HENTY  (G.  A.),   NOVELS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  Ss.  fid.  each. 

RUJUB  THE  JUGGLER.    8  Illusts.  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Presentation  Ed.,  Ss. 

DOROTHY'S  DOUBLE. [Shortly. 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING    LADY.      By  Henry   Herman,  joint-Author 

ot  "The  Bishops'  Bible.''    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.;  cloth  extra,  3s.  Vd. 
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HERRICK'S   (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES7~N0BLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.     With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  li.  Gkosakt,  U.  D.  :  Steel  l^ortrait,  &c.     'I'hree  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cl.  bds..  1  ^w. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.      By  Ur.  Theodor 
Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  On. 

HESSE-WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.    By  Chevalier 
Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ISm,  6<. 

HILL  (HEADON).-ZAMBRATHE  DETECTIVE.    By  Headon  Hill. 

Post  av.o.  iflustrated  b.j.ard-^,  •j!t.|^r;!otli,  'in.  titi. 

HILL  (J^HNTM-A.),  WOliKS  BY. 

TREASON-FELONY,  I'ost  «vo,'Jh^|    THE  COMMON  ANCBSTCR.  Cf . 8vo,  «■■  Ji.^ 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 
Cotlce  Houses,  Clubs.  X-c.     VVitli  Illustrations.     Crown  «vo,  cloth,  '.iu.  Oil. 
_  THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  !ivo.  cloth  ex^3».6d. 

HOEY^-THE  LOVER'S  CREED.  By  Mrs^  Casiikl  Hoey.  Post  8vo^2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).-NIAGARA  "SPRAY.     Crown  8vo,  is. 
HOLMES.-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION,     liv  (ionnoN  Hor.M£s,  M.D.      Crown  «vo,  Im.  ;  cloth.  Iw.  ««l. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OP    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    GoRnoN 

Thomson.    Post  8vo,  cloth  liinp   "Js.  4mI — Another  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth.  \i». 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST  TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BRJEAKFAST^TABLE.     In^)nt:  VoJ.     l'o-tJ^^o,Jlalf-bouIld,J^s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 

of  the  Author,  i'ortrait,  and  200  lllustiaiions.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  Tm.  Gil. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND   ODDITIES.     With  H5  Illusts.     Post  bvo,  ha]l^bound,ja!«. _ 

HOOD   (TOM). -FROM    NOWHERE    TO    THE   NORTH    POlE :   A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  ByToMHoon.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Bruntom 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  bvo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6n. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOTCEHUMOROUS"  WORKS ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Life   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  C«l. 

HOOPER.— tHE~H0USE0F^RABYrX^No7ei.     B^^Mrs.  George 

Hooper.     Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  Mm. 

H^P!nNST^'^'TWIXT"LOVErAND~DUTY:''  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.     Post  «vo.  illustrated  boards,  'Jn. 

HORNE.  —ORION  r~An"lipic '  Poem^      By  Richard  HENGis-fHoRNE^ 

With  Phntni^raphic  Portrait  by  Summkks. ^Tenth  Edition.    Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra.  7". 

HUNGERFORD    (MRS.),   Author   of    "Molly   Bc^ n, ""NOVELS    BY." 

l'o<t  .svo,  ill-.isirai.d  bo^inls,  !J«.  each  :  cloth  limp,  Jh.  ««I.  rarh. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.   |    IN  DURANCE  VILE.   |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 

MARVEL.  _| A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  '.t>*.  Gd.  each. 
LADY  VERNER'S  FLIGHT.  |         THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY. 


HUNT.  -ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT :  A  Tale  k,r  a  Cui.mnev  Coknkr, 

&c.     Kiliti  d  by  l-:riMrNn  Oi.i.nK.      Host^  bvo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hrdf-bd.,  tin. 

HUNT  (MRS.   ALFRED),   NOVELS  BY.  " 

Crown  Kvo,  clolli  e\tra,  '.in.  GiLeach:  post  Hvo.  illustrated  boards.  •*«.  parh. 
THE  LEADEN   CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.  "  Host  8vo,  iilusti:ii,,l  boards,  a«. 
MRS.  JULIET.     Crown  Sv,.,  rloth  I'xtra,  :{•*.  G<l. 


HUTCHISON.-HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchlso.v. 

With  2";  Illustrations.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  .'$».  G4I. 


HYDROPHOBIA:   An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technique  of 
his  Method,  ami  Statistics.     By   Renaud  Suzor.  M.B. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gm. 

IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.    Profusely  IllusTr~6d.  Momhly^ 
Thelirst  Five  Vols,  now  ready,  cl.  extra,  Sa.each;  Cases  for  Binding,  ln.Od.each, 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


INGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  8vo.  illustrated  bds..  'i>*. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.^ByONE  of  Thfm.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  clothjs.  6d. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLERS 

M ANU AL.^1  V  1  ■  Tkevor-Davifs.    Crown  8vo,  !>..;  cloth,  Is.  «<». 

IRISH  WIT  AND   HUMOUR,    SONGS   OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  "jh.  till. ^^ 

JAMES:^A"R0MXNC^0F  fHE~QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.      By  Charles 

James.    Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  1h.  ;  cloch  limp,  1m.  Od. 


JAMESON.-MY    dead    SELF.     By  William  Jameson.    Post   Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  'is.;  cloth,  '-in.  «id. 


JAPP.-DRAMATIC  PICTURES,  SONNETS,  &e.    ByA.H.jAPP.  LL.D. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  .5». 

JAYTHARRIETT),   novels  by.      Po.t  8vo.  illustrated  boards, 'Js.  each. 
THE   DARK  COLLEEN. I    THE   QUF.EN   OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cloth  Ump, -Jh.  «d.  each. 
NATURE   NEAR   LONDON.  |   THE   LIFE   OF  THE   FIELDS.  |   THE   OPEN   AIR. 

'"t*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top.Cs.  each. 
THE  EULOGY  OP  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Ddi- 
tion     With  a  Photojjraph  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tis, 

jenningsTh.  J.),  worksby: 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  «d. 

LORD  TENNYSON:  A  Biographical  Sketch. Post  Svo,  !».;  cloth,  la.  «d. 

JEROME,— STAGELAND.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustra- 
tions bv  J.  Bkhnard  l^ARTRinG^.     Square  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  ;  cloth  limp,  '3m. 

JERROLD.-THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR  ;&  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Doi'&LAS  Jerrold.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  '-jw. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  la.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  «d.  each. 
THE   GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE;   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN;  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,l8.6d. 

JESSE.- SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  is. 

JONES  ( Wl LLTAMTFrS. A. ),  WORKS  BY.  Cr. Svo,  cl.  extra,  rs.  ed.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 
Birds,  Estfs,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece.  . 

CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS^A  History  ofRegalia.     With  100  Illustratjons^ J 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <>«.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  bjTvVHisTON. 

(".ontainint;  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jew.s  "  and  "  Tlirj  Wars  01  the  Jews."     With  53 
Illustrations  and  Maps.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  I'Js.  <id^ 

ICEMPT.—PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Artlind  Artists.    By 

■'^*-  RonKRT  Krmpt.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp. '.*«.  «»d. 

KERSHAW.  — COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS:     Humorous 

Sketches.     Bv  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  Hvo.  illustrated  boards,  'Jw. ;  cloth.  '£■*.  tttt. 

KEYSE'R.  —  CUT   BY   THE    MESS:    A  Novel.      By  Arthur   Kevsek. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d, 

KINGTR^  ASHE)7NdVELSB  Y.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  :U.  «d.  ea. ;  post  Svo.  bds.,  •^.•».  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  |    "THE  WEARING  OP  THE  GREEN." 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'i».  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE.  I         BELL  BARRY.  


KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight,    M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Iw.  Od. 
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KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Kdited.  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne.  K.T.  Cr.  8vo.  rl.es.  ©•. 


TAMB'S    (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose    and  Verse, 

including  "  I'ottry  tor  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Uurus."  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  K.  H.  Shephei(I5.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  paga 
of  the  "  lissay  on  Roast  Pig.''    Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7m.  Gd. 

THE  ESSAYS  OP  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3«. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  bis 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  'i».  Vd. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  B[{Anuer  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  ttn.  6d. 


LANDOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,&c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-siealins,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo.  half-Roxburghe,  •i».iiil. 

LANE.— THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 
England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7w.  6d.  each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra.  3«.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY.     Post  8vo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  28. 
Host  8vo,  cloth  limp,  iin.  Od.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. j THEATRICAL  AHECD0TE8. 

LEHMANN  (R.  C.)  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,pict.  cover,  is.  ea.;  cloth,  I9.6d.ea. 
HARRY  PLUDYER  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 
CONVERSATIONAL  HINTS  FOR  YOUNG  SHOOTERS:  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 


LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  Sn, 

JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henuy  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limt.,  iia.  6d.      _ 

LEYS  (JOHN). —THEJLTNDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  iJlust.  bds.:2s. 
LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tis.  «d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES. |         OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <id.  each;  posi  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |  lONE.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

ATONEMENT  OF   LEAM  DUNDAS.          "MY   LOVE!"    |  SOWING  THE  WIND. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. I^PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2«.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OP  THE  FAMILY. I WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  :{w.  ttd.  (Shortly. 
FREESHOOTING:^Extracts  frou-  Wo:ks  of  Mrs.  Linton.   Post  Svo,  cloth,  9*.  6d. 

LONGFELLOW'S"  POETICALWORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7b.  Cd. 

LUCYT^GIDEONFLEYCErA  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  :{.«.  (mI.  ;   post  Svo,  ilhistraled  boards,  2s. 

•|YrACALPINE~(AVERY)rNOVELS"BY. 

■^'■^  TERESA   ITASCA.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  In. 

BROKENJWINGS.     With  r,  Illusts  J->v  W.  ].  Hennessy.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6». 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 

EDNOR  WHITLOCK.     Crown  Svo,  notb  extra, «».      


MACDONELL.-QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.    By  Agnes  Macdonell. 

Crow'i  Svd,  rlo;h  cxir,!,  ."{s.  <i«l.  ;  I'l^st  ^vo,  illnstrated  boards,  2s. 


MACGREGOR.  -  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS  :    Notes  on  Popular 

Caiiux.   Jiv    KoREKT   MAr.;RK<;oR.     P..si  Hvo    rloili  Imiip,  'Js.  <»d. 

MACKAY.-INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES  ;  or.  Music  at  Twilight. 

Bv  ("mari.is  M\rK  \v  ,  I.I.I)      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>s. 

MAGIC  LANTERNrrHE,  and  its  Management:  including  full  Practical 
Directions,    liy  T.  C.  Hepworxh,    lo  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  j  cloth,  Is.  (id. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  fioui  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  iSdo.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I'is.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
lar^i-e  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tt,  <m1.  each. 

Jl  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Gs. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  lis,  0«l. 

A  HISTORY    OF   THE    FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

l'.is.  each. [Vols.  I.  &  11.  ready. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra.  ;$«.  Od,  each;   post  8vo,  illust.  bils..  -.i*.  each  ;  cl.  limp, '.is.  OtI. each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A   SEASON. 
MAID    OF  ATHENS. 

CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.if.  6»l.  each. 

THE  DICTATOR. I  RED  DIAMONDS. 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
PRAED.    Foiiilh  Edition.     Crown  8vo, cloth  extra.  <»>i. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.),  works  by.         ~  " 

THE   FRENCH   REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  Vin.  each,     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  J«. :  cloth,  Is.  ««l. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History.  1798-1880.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  «8. 
HAFIZ  IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  sold  cloth,  3s.  ««l. 
HARLEQUINADE:  Poems. _Small_4to,  Japanese  vellum,  S.m. 
OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crow^ir8vo7 picture  cover,  1«. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  «d. 
DOOM  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
THE   THOUSAND  AND   ONE    DAYS:    Persian  Tales.     With  2  Photogravures  by 
Stanley  L.  Wood.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  half-bound,  l'.is. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 
case,  'Jls.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  ingrolier  cl.,  at  4s.  Od.  each. 
Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life, 

II.  The  Disciple. — The  Gospel  Women. — Book  of  Sonnets. — Organ  .Songs. 

III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams.— 
Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 

IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 
„V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 
„VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 

IX,  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasovn. — Little  Daylight 
X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Brokem 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEdRGE~MACDONALD.    Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

.Author.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  I'Js. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDonald.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  Al>io\^r~Cro"mi  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :«».  «d. 
PHANTASTES:  A  Faerie  Romance.    A  New  Edition.     With  35  Illustrations  by  J. 
J3ell.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  :Is.  «d.  [Shortly, 

MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates.  B.A.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  doth  extra,  rs.  «d.  each. 
IN  THE   ARDENNES.    With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  K.   Macquoid. 
PICTURES  AND  LEGENDS  FROM  NORMANDY  AND  BRITTANY.   34  lUustrationa. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  ^j',  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    Wim  07   Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid.    Square  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  tis. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  EVIL  EYE.  andother,Stories.    |         LOST   ROSE. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Eggs.  Hats,  &c. 
Efiited  by  W.  H.  C-emer.   zoo  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4a,  6a. 
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MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  ^  Icct  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5». 

MALLOCK~(W.h7)7  WORKS  BY\ 

THE   NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  ,S\  o,  picture  cover.  2k.  ;  cloth  Jimp,  3*.  6d. 
THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  clotb,  tm.  ed, 
POEMS.     Snmll  410,  parchment,  H«. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  G». 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  lyiards,  tjx. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D' ARTHUR :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of^the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIF.  RANKING.       PoSt  8vo,  cloth  limp,  'in. 

MARK    TWAINrWORKS    BYr"crown  Svo.  doth  extra,  70.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    Willi  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerr/us  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING   IT,  and   INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Frasbr. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7.s,  Uii.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2".  each. 
THE   INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or  New  Pil -rim's  Proi;re?s.     With  2^4  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shillins  Kditiofi  is  enUtled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  GILDED   AGE.     By  .Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM   SAWYER.    With  iii  Illustrations. 
A   TRAMP  ABROAD.     With  ,11  lllnstrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND   THE   PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE  ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     \S  iih  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.     With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COU^T  OF  KING  ARTHUR     With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'it.  each. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT.      |         MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lift.  ttd.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
THE  £1.000,000  BANK-NOTE,  and  other  New  Stories. 
TOM  SAWYER  ABROAD.    Illustrated  by  Dan  Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD  WILSON.  _ 

MARKS  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  PEN  AND  PENCIL  SKETCHES  BY.    With  4 

Photogravures  and  1 26  Illustrations.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  clotb,  3'im.        [Shortly, 
MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.   Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunninoham.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  tit*. 

MARRYAT  (FLORENClE)rNOVELS'  BY.^p^^tl^^iiusi:  b^^^3..'each: 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  1         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 


OPEN!    SESAME!  I  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 


MASSINGER'S   PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 

bv  Col    Cunningham      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <»«<. 

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS  r^Novel.      By  J. 

Mastkrman.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  'Jw. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OFTHE  SEA,  &c.  ByBRANOER  Matthews. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  '.i«. ;  cloth  limp,  )in.  <i(l. 

MAYHEW. -LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE,    Iw  Hknuy  Mayhew.    With  Illusts.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3».  «d. 

MEADE  (L.  T.),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  SOLDIER  OF  FORTUNE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  .•?«.  «d.  fS/iort/y, 

IN  AN  IRON  GRIP.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  lOa.  net. IShoilly. 

MERRICK.-THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By  Leonard  Merrick, 

Author  of  "  Violet  Moses,"  &c.     Post  Svo^  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.     By 

A.  K.  Sw!  KT  ami   I.   Armov   Knox.     Wi^i  265  Ilhists.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 

MIDDLEMASS    UEAN)71ifOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  il lust,  boards,  a». each. 
TOUCH    AND   30.  _  I    MR.   DORILLION. 

IJILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or.  The  House  of  Life. 
Hy  Mr).  F,  F^nwick  Mil(.er.    Witb  lUusuatioos.  Post  8tc,  clath  limp,  4«t  OiL 


CHATTO    &    WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY.  17 


MILTON  (J.    L.),    WORKS    BY.      PostSvo,  J  s.  each;  doth,  l».«€l.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directipns  lor  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &C. 
THE   BATH   IN   DISEASES  OF   THE    SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF   LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIH. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  tw. 

MINTO  ( WM. )-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD  ?  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MITFORD  (BERTRAM),  NOVELS   BY.  Crown  8vo, cloth  extra,  3».  «rf.  each. 
THE  GUN-RUNNER:  A  Romance  of  Zuliiland.     With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wood. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  RIDGELEY.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
THE  KING'S  ASSEGAI.     With  Six  full-page  Illustrations. 
REN3HAW  FAjTNING'S  QUEST.     With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.  Wood.        IShortly. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  ««1.  


MOORE  (THOMAS),  V^ORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3«. 
PROSE  AND  VERSE.     With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the    Memoirs  of    Lord 
KvRON.     Edited  by  R.  H.  Shkfherd.     With  Portrait.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Ta.  ftil. 

MUDDOCK^JrET),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  Svo.illust. boards.  ^9.;  cloth, 28. Gel. 
THE   DEAD   MAN'S  SECRET;    or,  The   Valley    of  Gold.     With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  B.xKNARO.     Crown  Hvo   cloth  extra,  .5s.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  OtI. 

MURRAY^(D7^HRrSTrE)rN0VELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  its.  tt«l.  ear-h  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  28.  each. 

A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT.  I  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD  I  BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 

JOSEPH'S  COAT.  A  MODEL  FATHER,         A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 

COALS  OF  FIRE.',  OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.     FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 

YAL  STRANGE.  I  VhEARTS. I   CYNIC  FORTUNE.        I   BOB      MARTIN'S      LITTLE 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'S.s.  Od.  each.  [GIRL. 

TIME'S  REVENGES.    |     A  WASTED  CRIME.     |     IN  DIREST  PERIL.   [Shortly. 

THE  MAKING  OF  A    NOVELIST:    An   Experiment   in   Autobiography.     With  a 

Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.     Crown  8vo,  Irish  linen,  iis. 

MUMAY~(IX'CHR^ISflEyifcll~ENRY"llERMAN7W0Rl^^  BY. 

Crown  hvo,  clnth  extra,  .'{s.  (ifl.  each  ;  post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURN  S.  I  PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.  |  THE  BISHOPS' BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY.  PostSvo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ea.;  cl.,  38.  «d.ea. 
A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     |         A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE. 


•fJEWBOLT.— TAKEN   FROM   THE  ENEMY.    By  Henry  Newbolt. 

■•■       l'"cap.  H\-o,  cloth  boards,  Is.  <id. 

nisbet"(hume),"books~by:      ■  " 

"BAIL   UP!"    Crown  Mvo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.tid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28, 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
LESSONS   IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illusts.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Otl. 


NORRIS.— ST.  ANN'S  :   A  Novel.    ByW.E.NoRRIS.    Cr.Svo.SnMd.  [Shortly. 

O'HANLON    (ALICE),    NOVELS   BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2».  each. 
THE   UNFORESEEN.  |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 


OHNET    (GEORGES),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.         |    _A^LAS^JA)yE^ 

A   WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  titl. ,  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  28. 
OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE   PRIMROSE   PATH.  |         WHITELADIES. 

THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN^NGLAND. 

O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON).-LIFE   AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 

DlANS:^ifty  Years  on  the  Trail.    loo  Illu^ls.bv  P.  Frenzenv.    Crown  Bvo.  38.  tfd. 

O'BEILLY  (MRS.)»-PH(EBE'S"FOBTUNES.    Post  Svo.  Ulust.  bd^2s, 
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OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN, 

BTRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK.       i  IDALIA. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3».  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.bds.,  li«.  each. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL.  I  SIGNA. 
TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES, 
IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS.   I    PIPISTRELLO. 

A   VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 

IN    MAREMHA. 

BIMBI.  I      STBLIH. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.   I    OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFIMO. 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5".  each. 
BIMBI.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Square  bvo,  cloth,  6«. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth,  Us.  6d. ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 
TWO  OFFENDERS.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6«. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  avo,  cloth  extra,  5w.    Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  !<». 

PAGE  (H.  X),   WORKS  BY. 

■*■     THOREAU:  His  Lite  and  Aims.     With  Portrait,     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2«.  «d. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arrnnaed  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  Svo.  doth  extra.  5». 

PASCAL'S   PROVINCIAL   LETTERS.     A  New  translation,  with  His- 

torical  Introduction  nnd    .Notes  by  T.  .M  Crie,  D.D.     Post  Hvo.  cloth  limp.  tjs. 

PAUL7— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.niiy^MARGAKETA.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 

piere  by  Helen  Patkrson      Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ,'{«.  Wd.;  post  Svo,  ill ust. boards. '.ix. 

PAYN  (JAMES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  ;{».  Ud.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2«.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY   PROXY.  I  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
k  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A  GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM   EXILE.       I      HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

THE   CANON'S  WARD. 

THE   TALK   OP  THE   TOWN. 

GLOW-WORM   TALES. 

THE   MYSTERY   OF  MIRBRIDGE. 

THE   WORD  AND  THE   WILL. 

THE   BURNT   MILLION. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.  each. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 
THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 
THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 
A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 
LIKE   FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 
A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST 
MURPHY'S  MASTER. 
AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE.     

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :t«.  <»d.  each. 
A  TRYING  PATIENT,  &c.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood, 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:    Storiis  of  Marine  Adventure.    VVitb  17  Illnsts. 
NOTES   FROM   THE   "NEWS."     Crown  ,Svo,  portrnit  cover,  !».;  cloth,  I».  «d. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A   MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.' SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT   WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED   POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS 

HALVES. 

FALLEN   FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE   COST  HER. 

KIT:   A  MEMORY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo.ci..a».6d. each. 

PUCK   ON    PEGASUS.     With  lltusirations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illusfratioi\s by  G.  Vv  Maurikr. 

THE   MUSES  OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 


Phelps  (E.  stuart),  works  by.  post  svo  i«.each;  doth  i..«d.each. 

BEYOND  THE  GATES,  i  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 
JACK  THE  FISHERMAN,    lllnsn.ud  by  C.W;  Reed.    Cr.  8vo,  1m.;  cloth,  1».  Od, 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING   WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  1«. 

LADY   LOVELACE.     Post  ^vo.  illustrated  boards. '.is.  


PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.  Cr.8vo.cl.  Tn.  ««l. 
BONOS  AND  POEMS,  iSij-iB;^.   IntroduQlion  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,««, 
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(EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  Intro- 
duction by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  78.  6d. 
3   MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  a». 


PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.     With  Notes  and  Life 
of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  Wm.   Langhorne.  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  IPs.  6<1. 

POE'Sl 

du 
THE 

POPE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  svo,  iiiust.  bds.,  3s.  ea. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.         |         THE  SOUL  OP  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
Crown  bvo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER. |         CHRISTINA  CHARD.  [Shortly. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ii->.  6«I.  each ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards.  38.  each. 
YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GERALD,   .post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3». 

PRINCESS~OLGA.— RADNA.     By  Princess  Olga.    Crown  8vo, cloth  extra,  6w. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown 8 vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6«1. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  8vo,  tts. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6«l. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ga. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  68. 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6«1. 

PRYCE.-MISS   MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.      By  Richard  Pryce. 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.  Cr.  Bvo,  cl.,  .'is.  Oil.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.,  3». 
DAMBOSSdNT^POPUEARXSTRONOMYT^y  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 
•*■     of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7a,  6d. 


RANDOLPH.-AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES  :  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

reAdeTchArles),  novels  BY. 

Crown  hvo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Bvo,  half-leather,  3s.  6d.— And  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition  of  Peg  Woffington   and   Christie  Johnstone,  the  two 

Stories  in  One  Volume,  medium  8vo.  6d. ;  cloth.  Is. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.   lUustratedby  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpe,  in  Elzevir  stvlo,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  3s.  6d. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  a  Cheap 

PiifULAi!  EiiiTioN,  medium  Svo,  portrait  cover,  6d.  ;  cloth,  Is. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illust   Helen  Paterson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND   THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles   Keene.— Also  a 

Cheap  Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. ;  cloth.  Is. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illu'^trated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  by  E.A,  Abbey,  &c. 
THE  JILT,  .md  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA,    With  a  Steel-plateJ^onrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  Paul,  &c.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette.  1». 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.     With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant. 

Elzevir  Edition.   4  vols.,  post  8vo,  each  with  Front.,  cl.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14s.  the  set. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKSl)F  CHARLES  READE.   Crown  Bvo,  with  Por- 

U-.ih.  birkram,  6s.  ;  post  8v.),  cloth  limp,  3s.  6<l. 

RIVES.— BARBARA  DERING.     By  Amelie  Rives,  Author  of  "  The 
Quick  or  the  Dtad  ?  "    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. ;  postSvo,  illust.  bds.,  2», 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


RIDfiELXTMKSTTTH.),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo  (Moth  extra   :S«.  <>il.  <-.i' n  ;   post  nvo.  illustrated  boards, '-ix. each. 
THE  PRINCE  OP  WALES'S  GARDEN   PARTY.       |  WEIRD   STORIES. 

Pom  hvo,  illusliate.i  bo;ii<ls.  •2n.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.  I  HER   MOTHER'S  DARLING. 

MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.  THE  NUNS  CURSE. 

FAIRY    WATER.  |         IDLE  TALES. 


RIMMER  (ALFRED),  WORKS  BY.    Square  bvo,  doth giivr«.«d.  each. 

OUR   OLD  COUNTRY   TOWNS.     With  55  Illubirations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.     With  58  Illusls.  byC.  A.  VAWDERHOOy.  ftc. 

ROBINSON   CRUSOE.     iiy"LANiEL"DEKOE7    (Majors  Edition.)    With 

37  Uiusif.iiioijs  ny  GivTjjKGE  Ckmksiiank.     Post  8vo.  half-bound, a». 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  N0VELS~BY: 

WOMEN   ARE   STRANGE.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2ii. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JU^ICE.    Cr.  8^o.  cloth_ex.,  :j«.  ««!.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bdg.,  3». 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKSBY.^c'row^Kvo.  cloth  extra.  ««.  each. 

THE   POETS'   BIRDS.                               I  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 
THE   POETS  AND   NATURE:^  REPTILES.  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    With 

Notes,^ii(i  Au  hitrodiictory  I-.-s.ivmjv  Saimb- I'.kivk,     Post  bvo,  cloth  limp,  'iit. 

ROLr  OF    BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  rXTiTt  of  the  PrincipaT'Warriors 

w''"  '"•"1^''  iiorrj  jsVinnani^y  wiilj_\Villj,-iii]  the  Conqueror.     Handsomely  printed, .5»i._ 

ROWLEY  (HON.  HUGH);  WORKS  BY.     pVst  8vo,  cloth.  ^-.  «d.  each. 

PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
_  MORE   PUNIANA.     Fioin  ,<-ly  lllnsirated. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.    Posravo,  bds.,  !<-.ca.:  ci.,  a-.  «.i.ea. 

SKIPPERS  AND   SHELLBACKS.  I    GRACE   BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 

SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS.  I 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),   BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY: 

Cr.  8vn,  cloth  f-rtra,  <»«.  each  ;   post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  '.^m.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  '2m.  G<l.  ea. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A   BOOK    FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN   THE   MIDDLE   WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. |    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWB. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  CJx.  (iil.  ea. ;  post  Bvo,  ilfcst.  boards,  21:  ea.  ;  cloth  limp,  'J«.  Od.  ea. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  I    MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  OH  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

OH  THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  Svo,  illust.  I^oards,  a-. ;  cloth  limp,  2ii.  6d. 

THE  GOOD  SHIP  "MOHOCK."    Two  Vols.,  cr.  Hvo,  cloth,  lOK.jiet.  \Shorfly. 

RUSSELL   (DORA).-A   COUNTRY   SWEETHEART.     Three  Vols..' 

crown  Hvo,  l.'i«.  net. 


CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

'^  Crown  f,vo,  cloih  extra,  .'t".  ««l.  each ;    post  8vo,  ilhist.  boards,  2«.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     Note  by  Olivbr  WpvnKr.r.  Holmrs  and  Krontisni«»ce. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  1  THE  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT'S. 

Ff  ;,o.  «vo,  cloth  boards,  "1«".  «mI.  each. 

THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.    J MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 

Crown  8v'o,  cloth  (;ttia,  :{•..  (mI.  each. 
TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER.  j    IN  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WORLD.    [Shortly^ 

SALA(G.  A.).     GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.^rost  Syo,  boards^2s: 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS :  Memoirs 

of  thfr  Sanson  I'.iinily  iiMn  to  iij-;i.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  eyra.  J».  Od. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Hvo.  (loth  extra,  ."tx,  <»il.  each  :  post  8vo,  illnstratPd  boards,  8».  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE  LION   IN  THE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND   TO   THE   WHEEL.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  .'tw.  «d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  hvo.  cloth  extra,  :j«,  4id.  each;   post  Hvo.  illustrated  boards,  !4a.  each, 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  ^|    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'{■.  Od. 
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SCOTLAND   YARD,  Past  and  Present :    Experiences  of  37  Years.     By 

Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.    Post  Svg,  illustrated  boards,  8». ;  cloth,  a».  <>«l._ 

SECRET  OUT,  THE:  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards;  with  Enter- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room   or  "  White  Magic."     By  W.  H.  Cremer, 

With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  4si.  <mI. 

SEGUINlL.~GOr"WORKS  BYT 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBEFAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavana.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'{».  4>(l. 
WALKS   IN  ALQIERS.    With  2j,Iaps  and  itS  Illusis.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Qh. 

SENIOR_(WMO^— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA. Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

SERGEANT(A.j."— DR.  ENDICOTT'S  EXPERIMENT^_2^ob.,10s^t: 

SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN  :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 
SPEARE.   With  Illusts.,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.     Cr.  4to,  '.in.  «d, 

SHARP.-CHILD"REN~0F~m-M0R~R0W7  A  NoveL      By  William 

Sharp.     Crown  Wvo,  cloth  extra,  tin. 

SHELLEY.-THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.     Edited.   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Herne 
Shkfherd.     Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  0«l.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols.: 
Vol.     1.  lutrrKliictioii  bytlie  Editor:  Posthiimnus  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spontience  with  .Stockdale;  The  Wandennj!  Jew;  (Jiieeu  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alasior, 
and  otlier  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  I'romelhcus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  anil  Cythiia  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  F.pipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Po?tlumii-)iis  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Lettersto  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
Vol.    II.  The  F.ssays ;   Letters  from  Abroau  ;  Transl.itions  and  Fragments,  tidited  by  Mrs.  Shullev. 
Witii  a  Bililiography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  Ih,;  I'rose  Works. _ 

SHERARD(R.  H.).— ROGUEST  A  Novel,     crown  8vo.  !>..;  cloth,  is.  «.i. 
SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  -  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

p.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  T\\o  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  *J4.»i. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE"wORKS.    With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry.  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  10  Illnsts.  Cr.  Svo,  hf.-bound,  Tm.  <mI. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.     Post  Svo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  '■is. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Kiographical  SUi'tch,  by 
BrandkrMatthkvvs.    With  Illustrations. ^Demy  Svo,  lialf-parchment,  i'Ztt.  <mI. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORK^,"inchid- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  IVIemorial-lntroduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.^.  B.  Grosart,   D.D.      ThreeVols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters,  by  Jacob  Larvvood  and  John  Camden  Hotten 
With  Coloiireil  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  <i(l. 

SIMS^GEO.  R.),  WORKS  BY.    Post  Svo.  ilUist.  bds.,  ti*.  ea.  cl.limp.-JS^tt.I.ea. 

ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING  C   BELLS.  TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

MARY   JANE'S   MEMOIRS.  I    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.   With  60  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  MMiRtn.;  Gkeiffenhagen. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c.  I      MY  TWO  WIVES. 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  LANDLADY.  |      SCENES  FROM  THE  SHOW.   [Shoitly. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Tm.  each  ;  cloth.  In.  OcI.  each. 

HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 

THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  beiuK   Readings  and  Recitations  In 
Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 

THE   CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |          DAGONET  DITTIES. 
SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.  picture  cover.  4«l.;  cloth,  <ifl. 

SK"ETCHLEY:=ArMATCH~IN'THE~DA:RK.     By  Arthur  Sketchlby': 

Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  ij». 
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SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE):   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Aneo 

dotal.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  <»«.  <»d. 

SMITH  (J.   MOYR).   WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3«.  6d. 
THE  WOOING  OF   TH^;  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  «•. 


SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.     Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

SOCIETY   IN   PARIS:    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 

froii]  Count  Paul  VasiliJo  a  Youns  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6». 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADIEU.      By    Lord    Henry    Somerset. 

Small  4I0,  Japanese  volhini,  On. 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

ill  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  5a. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  beards,  28.  each. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  tec. 
HOODWINKED;     and    THE   SANDY- 
CROFT  MYSTERY. 


THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 
BACK  TO  LIFE. 
THE  LOUDWATER  TRAGEDY. 
BURGO'S  ROMANCE. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  In.  «i«l.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  bvo,  picture  cover,  In. 
AJtECRET  OF  THE  SEA.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  Gd. 

SPENSER   FOR  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 
by  Walter  J.  Morgan. Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE) :   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     R^yal 

i6ino.  cloth  extra.  1S«.  Od. 

STAUNTON:^=THETrAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  .'Sm. 

STEDMAN   (E.    C),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  9*.  each. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.       I         THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sternoale.    Cr.  bvo.  cloth  extra.  :$!<.  Cd.:  post  Svo.illust.  boards.  iSw. 
STEVENSONnfRTLOUISyr WORKS   BY.     Post  Svo.  cl.  limp,  a«r««i7eachT 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.     Seventh  Edit.    With  a  Frontis. by  Walter  Crank. 

AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.    \Vhh  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
Crown  Svo,  buckram,  cilt  top.  tin,  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sivth  Edition. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       I    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Editien. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.      I     BALLADS. 

ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

MEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.  Eleventh  EdlTionT^Crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  0». ; 
post  fsvo,  illustr.itod  boards.  'Jw. 

THE  SUICIDE  CLUB;  and  THE  RAJAH'S  DIAMOND.  (From  New  Arabian 
Nights.)     With  a  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5it. 

PRINCE   OTTO.     Sixth  Edition.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'Js. 

FATHER  DAMIEN:  An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.  hand-made  and  brown  paper.  1». 

THE  EDINBURGH  EDITION  OF  THE  WORKS  OP  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVEN- 
BON.  20  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  price  *  I '.i  IO.-«.  net.  Prospectuses  and  Specimens 
ot  this  Edition  (which  is  limited  to  i.ooo  copies)  maybe  had  from  any  liookscller. 
Tlir;  Vols,  will  appear  at  the  rale  of  nne  a  month,  b'sinnint:  with  O -t.  iSoa. 

STODDARDr^SUMMER~CRUISING~IN   THE  SOUTH  SEAS.~^ 

C.  Warhkn  STrMiOAFjii.     Illustrr.lrii  l-v  Wai.i.is  MAi-KAV._(:r.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  .'Is.  6cl. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    WithNotices  by  HnLENand 

Alice  ZiMMKRN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :{h.  (id.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  hoards,  !2», 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

Cr.  «vo.  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illusts.  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  5». ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  'Jh. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  FitzgeraldTFlor- 
ii.NCE  Maklvat,  &c.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3a. 
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STRUTT'S    SPORTS    AND     PASTIMES    OF    THE     PEOPLE    OF 

ENGLAND;  including;  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c.,  Irora  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7!!i.  6(1^ 

SWIFTS  (DEAN)  CHOICEWORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.   With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Or.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  6<1. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and   A   TALE   OF   A   TUB.      Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2». 

_      JONATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  ByJ.CnuRTON  Collins.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra, S». 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  V/ORKS  OF  A.  C. 

SWINBURNE.     I-cap.  Svn,  6s. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crovm  Svo,  63. 
CHASTELARD  :  A  Traijedy.    Crown  8vo,  7a. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  SERIES.   Crown 

Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  93. 
POEMS     AlfD     BALLADS.       SECOND    SERIES. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS  &  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Cr.  Svo,  73. 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  Svo,  lOs.  6(1. 
BOTHWEEL  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  12s.  6d. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
GEORGE    CHAPMAN.    (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP- 

MAN'S  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Crown  Svo,  12s. 
ERECHTHEUS:   A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo.  6«. 


A  NOTE  ON  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE.     Cr.  8vo.  68. 

SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

STUDIES  IN  SONG.    Crown  Svo,  73. 

MARY  STUART :    A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo.  88. 

TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.    Crown  Svo,  9s. 

A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.    Small  4to,  8s. 

A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

MARINO  FALIERO  :    A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo.  68. 

A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

MISCELLANIES.     Crown  Svo,  123. 

LOCRINE  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  63. 

A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.    Crown  Svo,  Ts. 

THE  SISTERS:    A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

ASTROPHEL,  <S.-c.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

STUDIES  IN  PROSE  AND  POETRY.    Crown  Svo, 


SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«I. 

f  AINE'S~mSTORY"by~ENGLISH"LlTERATURE.      Translated  b^ 
''     HKNRy  Van  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  30s.— Popular  Editioln, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYAROy  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB :  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  '.is. 


TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),   WORKS   BY.     Crown  8vo, doth,  5s.  each. 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kint;dom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 

OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.  331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.     With  360  Illustrations. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.  Containing  "  Clancarty," 
"Jeanne  Dare,"  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Cfl. 

%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (TOR^:    A^Biogra^cal  Sketch^      By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <»«.— Cheap  Edition,  post  Svo, 

portrait  cover.  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  <iiL 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

THAMES. -A   NEW^PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF   THE~THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Krausse.     With  340  Illustrations      Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  «id. 

THIERS.-HISTORY  OF  THE  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  OF  FRANCE 

UNDER  NAPOLEON.  By  A.  Thiers.  Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and 
John  Steiibing. With  36  Steel  Plates.     12  vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.Svo,  cl.,  Ss.  ea.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  »».  ea. 

THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER.     |         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  4S  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  3s. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  w6rKS""bY^  " 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.  With  Illustra- 
tions in  Colours.     Crown  svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Qd. 

Po5t  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
O^D  STORIES  RE-TOLD,  |   TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES, 
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TIMES   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7..  «d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  iU 

Famous  Cotfee-house;s,  Hnstt- Iries.  Hn<i  Tavi nis.     Willi  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:    Stories   of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tuns,  Sporting  Scenes,  Kccentric  Artists,  Tlieatricil  Folk.  &c     4^  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown   8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'{».  €>cl.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illusfratpd  boards.  *in.  each. 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    MARION  FAY.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'Zn.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.                             I    AMERICAN   SENATOR. 
GOLDEN   LION   OF  GRANPERE.  |    JOHN   CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  .*{.•*.  «<l.  each:  post  8 vo.  illustrated  boarH<;,  3n.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS   UPON   THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).-DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo.  iiiust.  bds..  g». 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY :   A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  Trow- 

BRiDt,4c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  "Js. 


TYTLER  (C.   C.   FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :    A  Novel.     By 

C.C.  pRASKK-TYTt-KR.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  :i>*.  <>«!.;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards, iiii. 

TYTLER  (SARAH)7nOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3».  ttd.  each;  po<;t  Svo,  illustrated  boards, tJM.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  I    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards   lin.  lach. 
WHAT  SHE    CAME   THROUGH.           I    BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 
CITOYENNE   JACQUELINE                       DISAPPEARED.  |  NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. |    THE   HUGUENOT^FAMILY. 

TJNDERHILL.- WALTER  BESANT  :  AStudy.    By  John  Underhill. 

^     With  Portraits.     Crown  Svo,  Irish  linen,  <»s. f Shortly. 

UPWARD.-THE  QUEEN^AGAINST^OWEN.      By  Allen  Upward. 

With  Prontispiece  by  J.  S.  Cromp to.m.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'J».  <>d. 

VASHtrAND~ESTHER~BvThe~\Vriterof  "  Bellas'"  Letters  in  The 

'       World.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  Oil. 

VILLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND."  By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  Sv^sT^ 
VTZETELLY'(E.  A.).— THE  SCORPION:  A  Romance  ot  Spain.    With 

a  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  (  xlra,  '.it*,  (id. 

WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.).  WORKS  BY. 

*'     WALFORD  S  COUNTY  FAMILIES   OF  THE   UNITED   KINHDOM 

«M   Ilcaas    of  iM.nillus. 

ConLiiniae  a  List  of  tlie  Iloubc  of  Lords.  Scotch  and 

In-l.  IV.-rsoVc.     -,-nio,  cli.tli.  Is. 
WALFORD  8   SHILLING  BARONETAGE   (18951.     Com.iinii 

KiiiKilfini,  I'.i.i;;raplnc..l  Not.r.-s.  A<iilrcs-.-s.  &c. 
WALFORD  S    SHaLINO    KNIGHTAGE   (1835).    Containing,'  .i   Li,t  of  the   KniKhts  of  the   United 

KinL;il..ni,  liini-r.iiMiical  Notices.  A.ll^r<•s^c ..  .tc.     iinio.  clotli,  U. 
WALFORD  8  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  Il835i.     Cont.iining  a  List  of  .ill  the  Members  of  the 

.\.-w  P.irlianinnt,  thi-ir  Adrlresst-s  Clubs.  .Vc.     isnio,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD  8  COMPLETE  PEERAGE.  BARONETAGE.  KKIQHTAQE,  AND   HOUSE  OF  COMMONS 

(18951      Koy.il  i|Tnio,  cloth.  Kilt  edfrcs,  6s.  ISAorl/^y. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  ^vo.  cloUi  extr.i,  38.  6d. 


WALT    WHITMAN,    POEMS     BY.       Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 

William  M.Rossktti.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  Svo,  liand-niade  paper  and  buckram,  6i«. 

WALTON"  AND    COTTON'S    COMPLETE    ANGLER ;   orrTh^Con: 

teinplative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charle.s  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
bv  Sir  Harris  NicnLAs,  and  Or   Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  7»,  6<l. 

Ward  (HERBERT)rWORKS  BY. 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH   THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 

Authnr,  VinoK  PKrAun.  an<i  W.  H.  Davis.    Third  rd.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  14m. 

MY    LIFE  WITH   STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  §,  We»,^ER, 

F.K.P.S,    t'ostSvo,  l»,5  cloth,  1».  Cd,  -        f     1 
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WARNER.— A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY.      By   Charles  Dudley 

Warner.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6w. 

WARRANT   TO'EXECUTE    CHARLES   I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     Ss. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  MARY   QUEEN  OF  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including- 

Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     'Jw.    

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.     By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann. 
Post  fevo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


WEATHER,   HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH   POCKET  SPEC- 
TROSCOPE.   By  F.  W.  Cory.    With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  <><l. 
WESTALL  (William).— TRUST^^MONEY.     Post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
WHIST.-HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO   WHIST.      By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charlks  F.  Pardon.  _Ne^Edition.   J'ost  8vo,  clothjimp,  'is. 

WHITE.-THE'NATURAL  HTSTORYOF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

Whuk,  M.A.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  papej^  and  half-bound,  '-js. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.ATS.);  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS,    down  bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<1. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  lUusts.     Cr.  8vo,  clcth  limp,  3s.  Cd. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  «s. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  98. 
A  VINDICATION   OF  PHRENOLOGY.     With  Portrait  and   over  40  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra^  I'-ts.  (i<i. 


WI LLI  AM  SON  (  M  RS.  F.  E/f. —AJC  HILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S:E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  254  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<l. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  !3«.  <mI. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  0». 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  tts. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is.Od. 
GLIMPSES^  NATURE.   With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  Od. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post  Svo,    illustrated    boards,  3s.  each; 
cloih  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

WISSMANN7=¥Y~SEC0ND  journey  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA.     By  Hermann  von  Wissmann.     With  92  Illusts.     Demy  Svo,  16s. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :    A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
W00DTH7F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.     Post  Svo,  boards.  3s.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.-RACHEL  ARMSTRONG  ;   or,   Love  and  Theology.     By 

Cki-ia  Fakker  Woollky.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  ;  cloth,  3s.  Od. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid.  each. 

CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 

HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN.— MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  .Wynman.     With  13 

Illustrations  by  ].  Bkknakd  Partridge.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  tit,  titl. 

YATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 

•*•    LAND   AT  LA  ST.  |         THE   FORLORN   HOPE.      |      CASTAWAY. 

7OLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.xtra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
^    THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vi^i:TF.r.r,v.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 

THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 

DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.     With  Portrait  of  the  Author, 

MONEY.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

LOURDES.    Translated  by  E.  A^Vizejt^klly.     

EMILE  ZOLA:    A  Biography:    By  R.  H.  Shi:rard,    With  Portraits,  Illustrations, 
and  Facsimile  Letter.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  138. 


26 


BOOKS   PUBLISHED    BY 


LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN  SERIES. 

•»•  For  fuller  catalof;uing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  f-p.  1-23. 
THE    MAYFAIR    LIBRARY.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2».  6d.  per  Volume. 


A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By  Xavier 
r>R  Maistrk. 

?ulps  and  Quiddities.  ByW.D.  Adams, 
he  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  AbridKincnt  of 
"  Burton's  Anatomy  ot  Melancholy." 

Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 

W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Sfcond  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    Bv  Sir  A.  Heli's. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.   H.  J.  Jinnings. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Essays:  trom  Lamb^s  Letters. 

THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Worlds. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeuxd'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players,    By  R.  Macgregor. 
Mew  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  \V.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau:  His  Lite  &  Aims.  By  H.A.Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    Bv  Hon.  High  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Sknior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  'J».  per  Volume. 

Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 

Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 
j      Corner. 

Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
!  Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Befiections. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  In  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.     By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boylk. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Danikl.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'tin.  6tl.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hksse-Wartegg.  22lllusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  H.Fit;:gerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mavhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in   the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren   Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bi;kt  Hakte 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

■"■f    "  ""  ■ 

Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Hakti 
A  Day's  Tour.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.  By  R.E.  Francillon, 
Sentenced!  By  Somekville  Gihnev. 
The  Professor's  Wife.  By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

luLiAN  Hawthorne. 
Nfagara  Spray.    By  J.'  Holi.ingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

CiiARLKs  James. 
Garden  that  Paid  Rent.    Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess,    By  Arthur  Kevser. 
Teresa  Itasca.     By  A.  MacAlpine. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.    I.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom  t    By  Justin  H.  NIcCarthy. 
Doily.    By  Justin  11.  McCarthy. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    Bv  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phklps, 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C,  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Keade. 
Rogues.     By  K.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    Bv  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    ByG.  R.Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  K.  Sims 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked,     hy  T.  W.  Spei  .ht. 
Father  Damien.    Bv  K.  L.  Stevenson, 
A  Double  Bond.     Bv  Lisda  Vii.lari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
HKKnKRT  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  1«.  ««1.  each. 


The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A. St.Aubyn   I   Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.  Nkwbolt. 

Modest  Little   Sara.     Alan  St.  Aubyn.    |   A  Lost  Soul.    By  W.  L.  Alden. 

Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.  M.  E.  Colekidce.  I  Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.  Grant  Allen. 
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MY     LIBRARY.     Printed 
Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerln. 


laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  8s.  C«I.  each. 
Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Readb. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  Wofflngton.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  Ss.  each. 


The  Essays  of  Ella.  By  Charles  Lamb 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Illust.  G.  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  &c.  By  D.  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  BRtLLAT-SAVARiN. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  Ollier. 


White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 

QulliYer's  Travels,  &c.    By  Dean  Swift. 

Plays.   By  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 

Thomson's  Seasons.    Illustrated. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table 
and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table.     Bv  Oliver  Wen-dell  Holmes. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«l.  each. 

By  IIAI.L.  CAIIVE. 


By  GKAiVT  Al.LEIV. 

PhlUntia. 
Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 


This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dvimaresq's  Daughter. 
Blood  Koval. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan    Oreets    Master- 


In  all  Shades. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie  s  SaXe, 
The  Devil  s  Die. 

By  EOWIIV  li.  ARIVOJLO. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  Al.AN  ST.  AUBYIV. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        I  To  his  Own  Master. 


By  Rev. 

Eed  Spider. 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.         |  From  Whose  Boarne. 

By  FRAIVK  BARRETT. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 
By  "BET,I.E." 
Vaihti  and  Esther. 

By  W.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  ilr.  Lucraft. 
Tius  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Goiden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia  5  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 


Ready-SIoneyMortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Tw.xa  in    Trafalgara 

Bay. 
The   Chaplain  of  the 

Fleet. 


By  WALiTEB  BESA:VT. 


All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Kerr  Paulus. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

The  Kebfl  Queen. 

Dorothy  Forater. 


Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
BeU  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Muie. 
The  Holy  Kose. 
Armorel  of  Lyoncsse 
St.  Kathetine  a  by  the 

Tower. 
Verbena  Cimellia  St2- 

phanotis. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 


By  ROBERT   BUCUANAIV. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

Matt. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

Hfir  of  Linne. 

The       Martyrdom      i 

Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man. 


Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
The  New  Abe  lard. 
FoxRlove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 


The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  |  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  I»IA€IiAREIV  C'OBBAIV. 

The  Eed  Sultan.  |  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

JTIORT.  &  FRANCES  C;OI>I.Ii-VS. 

Transmigration.  |  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  A  Scholar.  night. 

The  Village  Comedy.        |  You  Play  me  False. 
By  ^VII.KIE    tlOEEIIV.S. 

Armadale. 
After  Dark. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No.  • 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Ger.ius. 
The  Legacy  of  Ciin. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


No  Name. 
Antonina.   . 
BasU. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White, 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 
The  New  Magdalen. 

By  WUTTOIV  COOK. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  E.  O.  COOPER. 

Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIli    COTE.«». 
Two  Giris  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.    E«3BEKT   CRATDDOCIl. 

His  Vanished  Star. 


By  B.  JTI.  CROKER. 

Diana  Barrington.  I  Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

Proper  Pride.  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

A  Family  Likeness.  |  "  To  Let. " 

By  WIECIAITI   CVI»I.ES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AEPHOIVSE   DAVDET. 

The  Evangelist  ;  or,  Port  yalvatiou. 

By  II.   COI-EMAIV   DAVIDSON. 

Mr.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By  er.\s:tius  dawsoiv. 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  J.«.inES  DE  ITIII.EE. 

A  Castle  In  Spain. 

By  .1.  l.EITIl    DERWEIVT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  J  Circe's  Lovers. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  1>I€K.  I>0.\OVAIV. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  I  Man  from  7' 


By  «;.  .YIANVIIiliR    FE.'VIV. 
The  New  Mistress.  I  Witneiis  to  the  Deed. 

The  Tiger  Lily.  |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PEKCJV   FITZOEKAI.O. 

Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FKAIVCII.I.OIV. 


I  King  or  Kn&ve  7 
Ropes  of  Sand. 
Jack  Doyle  a  Daughter. 


the 


The  Golden  Sha 
By  E 


Qaeen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

A  Real  Queen.  I 

Frrl.byi^iiBAKTI.l!:  FREKE 
Fandurang  Hari. 

Bv  EDU'AKD  «ABKETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

Bv  l»AUJ.   GALI.OT. 
The  Red  Shirts. 

By  C'llABLES  OIBBOIV. 
Robin  Gray.  I  Of  High  Degree. 

Loving  a  Dream,  The     Flower     of 

~  ■■      -la/t.  I     Forest. 

«r,.*IVVII,I-E. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  I 

Br  E.  .r.  rSOODMAlV. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  4-E(  If.   C;RIFFITII. 
Corlnthla  Marazion. 

By  WVB.'VEV  CJRUIVOV. 
The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  TIIOITIAM   IIARDV. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By   BRET    IIARTE. ' 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
i£ally  Dows. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

Gate. 
A    Sappho    of    Green 
Springs. 

By  J  LILIAN  IIAWTIIORNE 

Garth. 

Ellice  Qnentln. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 


A    Prot.g.'e    of    Jac: 

Hamlin  8. 
Beil-Panger  of  Angel  s 


IIEIVBERSOi'V. 
IIE^TV. 


By  I 

Agatha  Page. 

By  *:.  A. 

Rtijub  the  Juggler.  I  Dorothy  s  Double. 

Ity  .lOBIIV  IllI..Ii. 

The  Common  Ancestor. 

Bv  iiiK.  iil:v«;erfori>. 

Ladj-  Vcrner's  Flight.   |  The  Red  Hou:e  Mystery. 
By  iTIi-H.  AliFREO    EII'rVT. 

The  Le.iden  Casket.         I  Self  Condemned. 
Tliat  Other  Person.  |  Mi  s.  Juliet. 

By  R.  AMIIE    liirVti. 

A  Diawn  Uame. 

,■  The  Wearing  of  the  Orecn." 


The  Piccadilly  ^3/6)  Novfls— c<»i/««ii«<i. 

nr  E.  i,Yiviv  L.IXTON. 

Patricia  Kemball. 
Under  which  LordT 
'  My  Love  I " 
lone. 


Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundai. 
The  World  Wejl  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


A  Fair  Saxon. 
I  inley  Kochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 


Poston  Carew. 

By  11.  ^V.  l.UCV. 

Gideon  Flevce. 

By  Jl.«*TliV   IWrlARTIIY. 

Waterdale  Neighbonri. 
My  Enemy  s  Daughter. 
Red  Diamonds. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Dict.itor. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  «;eoic«je  nwuoyAijU. 

Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AiiNE^i  IMAC'DO.\EL.Ii. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

By  I,.  T.  IflEABE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By   BniCTRA.TI    .IIITFORB. 

The  Gun  Runner.  I  The  Kings  Assegai. 

Tne     Luck    of    Gerard    Senshaw         Fanning'i 
Rldgeley.  |     Quest. 

By  J.  E.  :UI'DUOCK.. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

By  D.  C;ilRI»iTIE  ITIITRRAY. 

A  Life  s  Atonement. 
Josephs  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire 


Old  Blazer  3  Hero. 

Val  Strange. 

Hearts. 

A  Model  Father. 

Time's  Revenges. 


By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Hnman  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartin  3  LltUe  Girl. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 


By  .IIL'RRAY   &  IIER.^IAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible.         I  Panl  Jones's  AUaa. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  | 

BvIIUTIE   IVIiSBET. 
•■  BaU  Up  !  •• 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
Saint  Anns. 

By  «.   OIIIYET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OlIU.l. 
Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Chandos. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia. 

Cecil     Castlemainei 
Gage 


Two     Little     Wooden 
Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Knfflno. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  CommuD*. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 
I  Othmar. 
I  In  M\remma. 

tyrlin.        |  Guilderoy. 
I  Santa  Barbara. 


Trlcotrln. 

Puck. 

FoUe  Farin*. 

A  Dog  of  Fianden. 

Paicarel. 

gt:;na. 

Princess  Maprazlne. 

Ariadne. 

ISy  :TIAR(:ARE'r  A.  l»Al'L. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JA.llEiJl    PAYIV. 

Lost  Sir  Masaiu^bxid. 
Less  Black  than  We  To 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Ag-nt 
A  Gr  ipe  from  a  thorn. 
In  Penland  Privalinn. 
Thf!    Mystery    or   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Canon  8  Ward. 
Walter  s  Word. 
5y  Proxy. 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow  worm  Ta!«>« 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
H^lidav  Tisks. 
Fi«r  Cash  Onlv. 
The  Burnt  Mlll'on 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
Bunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient, 
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Br  ITIrs.  CAITIPBEI^L,    PRAED. 

Cailaw  and  Lawmaker.  |  Cbristlna  Chard. 

By  E.  C.  PKICE. 

Valentina.  I  Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Tie  Foreigners.  | 

K)   RICIIAICD  PKVCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  4JIIARliEM  KHADE. 


Singleheart  andDouble- 

face. 
Good    Stories   of    Men 

and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  WofBiigton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman  Hater. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana. 


It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love    Me    Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The    Cloister   and   the 

Hearth. 
The    Coarse    of    True 

Love. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 
Put     Yourself    In    His 

Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Jilt.  I 

By  Mrs.  J.  II.  RIDDELL.. 

The  Prince  of  Wales  s  I  Weird  Stories. 
Garden  Party.  | 

By  AMELilE   RIVES. 

Barbara  Derlng. 

By  F.  %V.  ROBIIVSOIV. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  €I^ARK    RU!iiMEI.I>. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide 
Sea. 

By  JOaiV   i^ArrVUERS. 

Gny  Waterman.  I  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.     1  The, Lion  in  the  Path. 

By  ICATIIARI."VE  SAUIVDEBS. 

Margaretand  Elizabeth  I  Heart  Salvage. 
Gideon  s  Eock.  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills. 


Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  ShlpTQate  Louise, 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  iiovBLS— continued. 


By  R.  A.  STERIVDAI/E. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    TflOITIA!!*. 

Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-Player. 

By  AIVTIIOIVV  TROL,I.OPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.  I  The  Way  we  Live  Now. 

The  Land  Leaguers.  Mr.   Scarborough's  Fa- 

Marion  Fay.  I      mily. 

By  FRAIVC;E.s»   E.  TROI.I.OPE. 

Like    Ships   upon    the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabels  Progress. 

Bv  IVAIV  TUROEIVIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By   IflARK  TWAIIV. 

The  American  Claimant.  I  Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
The£l,00O,00uBanknote.  |  Pudd'nhead  Wilson. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TVTEER. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  I  Lady  Bell. 

Buried  Diamonds.  |  Blackball  Ghosts. 

By  AI^I.EIV  UPWARB. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 

By  E.  A.  \1XETEI.L.Y. 

The  Scorpion. 

By  .1.  S.  AVIi\TER. 

A  Soldier's  Children. 

By  MARGARET  WYNMAIV. 

My  Flirtations. 

By  E.  ZOI.A. 

The  Downfall.  I  Dr.  Pascal. 

The  Dream.  j  Money.       |     Lourdes. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


By  ARTE.1IUS   WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EI>JIO.\l>  ABOUT. 

The  FelU-ih. 

By  IIAITIII>TOiV   AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |   Confidences. 

By  MARV   AL,BERT. 

Brooke  Finchley  s  Daughter. 

By  Mis.  AI.EXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow  ?    |  Valerie  s  Fate. 

By  GRANT  AI.,L,EIV. 


Strange  Stories. 

Philistia. 

Babylon 

TheDevils  Die. 

This  Mortal  CoU. 

In  All  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 


Blood  Royal. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Tents  of  Shem, 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 
The  Duchess  of  Powys- 


By  AIjAIV  ST.  AUBVIV. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.       I  The  Master  of  St.  Bene- 
The  Junior  Dean.  |      diet  s. 

By  Rev.  )«.  BARIIVG   GOVJLD. 

<e3  SpKjpr.  I  £v9. 


By  FBAIVK   BARRETT. 


Fettered  for  Life. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  ifc  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou- 

lich. 
FoUy  Morrison. 
Lieut.  Barnabas. 


Honest  Davie. 
A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Found  Guilty. 
A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John    Ford ;    and    His 
Helpmate. 

BEAIJ€IIAIUP. 


MilEI.SIiEV 

Grantley  Grange. 

B)   ^VAETER    BESAIVT. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

Ti  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

The  Holy  Rose. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

St.  Katherine'B  by  the 
Tower. 
,„  ,.„^  .      Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

WeU  Then.  phanotis. 

By  W.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Herr  Paulus. 
AH    Sorts    and    Condi- 
tions of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
TiieJaseofMr.Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia  s  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelcma. 
The  BSftmy  8!d». 


The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 
Keady-Money  Morti'joy 
With  Harp  aud  Crown. 
■Twas     in     Trafalgar's 

Bay. 
The    Chaplain    of    t^* 

Fleet. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
Uv  A;UBK0!4E:  biekce. 

In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FKCUERIl'K  ROYI.R. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  N&mani 

Savage  Life.  |       Land. 

Ky  BRET    IIARTE. 
Callfornian  Stories.        I  An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  Flip. 

The    Luck   of    Koarlng     Mamja. 
Camp.  I  APhylllBOf  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROLD   BRVD(>;EM. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   Rmi.\>A!V. 
Shadow  of  the  Sword.       The  Martyrdom  of  Mar 
A  Child  of  Nature.  deline. 

God  and  the  Man.  Annan  Water. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  The  New  Abelard. 

Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 
By  IIAI.B.   CAIIVE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  (-ominnn<I<-r  r.^lMERO.-V. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  iTIi«.  I.OVETT  <!A  TIERO."*. 
Deceivers  Ever.  1  JuUet  s  Guardian. 

ByAimTIIV   CL.ARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  mrs.  ARCHER  1I.IVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Br  MACB^AREA   C'ORRA^V. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  AEt,ST01V  COt,I,IIVS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 
MORT.  &  FRAIVt'ES  COliI-lN.^. 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Mid- 
night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


By  ^VIIiKlE    C;OIiJL.INS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
•ISayNoI  • 
The  Evil  Genius, 
lattle  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Ann&dale 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  7 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  ITI.  J.  lOEQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BLTTOIV  t'OOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C.  EOBERT   €RADD04;K. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  in  ATT    €Hi:n. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.    TI.  C  BOKEB. 
Pretty  Miss  NevlU.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 

Diana  Barrlngton.  Proper  Pride. 

•■ToLet."  I  A  Family  Likencsi, 

By  AV.  CYPI.es. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AI.PHONAE   OAITDET. 
The  Evangelist;  m,  I'ori  .Siilvaiinn. 

By  ERAWITIL'S  DAWMOiV. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continutd. 

By  JAIYIEM  BE   ITlJLIiE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  I.EITIl    DERM'EXT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.        I  Circe's  Lovers. 
By  4.-ll.ARL,ES   DIf^KE:V.«i. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  |  Oliver  Twist. 

Pickwick  Papers.  |  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  UICK   DO-VOVAIV. 


The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  I 
Wanted  I 
Who    Poisoned    Hetty 

Duncan  7 
Man  from  Manchester. 


A  Detective's  TrtuniphB 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Re- 
ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Link  bv  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 

By  yiTH.  AIN'.-VIE  EBWARBES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.        ;  Archie  Lovell. 
By  M.  BETHA:7I-ED%VARDS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EBAV.  E«GL,ESTON. 

Roxy. 

I.1.E    FE.-VIV. 

By  I>ER€V  EITZCiERAIiD. 

Bella  Donna.  l  Second  Mrs.  Tillotion. 

Never  Forgotten.  Seventy  -  five    Brooke 

Polly.  Street. 

Fatal  Zero.  |  The  I^dy  of  Brantome. 

By  P.  FITZC;ERAL,1>  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

AI.BAIVV    BE    FONBI.ANflL'E. 

Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  £.  FRAIVt  II.L.OIV. 

Ol3rmpia.  i  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave  7 

A  Real  Queen.  |  Romances  of  the  Law. 

By   HAROED   FREUERIIK. 
Seihs  Brothers  Wife,    j   The  Lawton  Girl. 
Pief.  by  Nir  BARTliE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  HAIIV  FRl!!iWEI.E. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GIliBERT  GAVL,. 
A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  C'HARI.EH  GIBBO.'V. 
Robin  Gray.  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  The  Braes  of  Y.arrow. 

What   will   the  World    The  Golden  Shalt. 


Say  7 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


Of  High  Uegree. 
By  Head  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart  s  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


By  AVI  I.  EI  A. II  GIliBERT. 

Dr.  Austin  s  Guests.        I  The     Wuard     of     th 
James  Duke.  |      Mountain. 

By   ERIVEST   GEA1VVII.EE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |   The  Fosslcker. 

By  IIE.\BV  GRF:VIEEE. 
A  Noble  Woman.  I  Nlkanor. 

By  CEC'IE   GRIFFITH. 
Corlnthia  Marazlon. 

By  JOIE'V  H.ABBERTOA. 
Brueton  s  Bavou.  I   Country  Luck 

By  A.M>REAV   HAEEIDAV. 
Evci  v-day  Papers. 

By  Ently  DIFFrS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wyntor  s  Sacrifice. 
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By  TII01TIA»4  HARDY. 

under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

Bt  jr.  JBEUWICK  IIARWOOO 

Tlie  Tenth  Eaxl. 

By  JUtlAIV  MAn  TIIORIVE, 


Beatrix  Randolph, 

Love— or  a  Name. 

David Poindexters  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectra  of  the 
Camera. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentln. 

Fortune  3  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Sebastian  Strome 

Duit.  

By  Sir  ARTHUR  IIEI.P.S. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

^  ^   By    HEIVRY    HE  KM  AN. 

A  leading  Lady. 

By  HEABOIV  HILL,. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

ByJOHiVHIH.. 

Treason  Felony. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEl,   HOEV. 

The  Lovers  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  OEORdE  HOOPER 

The  House  of  Raby. 

ByTIfillE    nOPKIIV8. 
fWiXt  Love  aiid  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  HUIVf^^ERFORD 

A  Maiden  all  Forlorn.    I  A  Mental  Struggle 
^Durance  Vile.  A  Modern  Circf 

By  Mrs.  AtiFRED  HUIVT. 

Thormcrofts Model.       |  SelfCondemned. 
That  Other  Person.         |  The  Leaden  Casket 

rated  to^brF^ef^^  INGEI.OW.     ' 

MyDead^'/elf.'''"-    ''AMESOIV. 

By  HARRIET'T  JAV. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  |  Queen  of  Conuau-ht 

r  ,     ^J,'^'  ^RK    KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facta  and  Fictions. 

By  R.ASHE    KIIV«. 

r'JR.™^  °^™«-  I  Passions  Slave 

The  Wearing  of  the    Bell  Bairy 
Green."  |  •' 

„,    ,.  ,    Br  JOHIV  l.EVS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  ri-VNIV   I.INTOIV 

^*""-  I  Sowing  the  Wind 

„,^      By  HEIVRV    ^Y.  JLU€V. 

Gideon  Fleyce.  ^*J^».. 

By  JUSTIIV   Mc{^*KTHV 


the 


A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 


Camiola. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy'3  Dau:;ht<>r. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season 


Linley 

Miss  Misanthrope, 

Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens.  ^^ 

^  By  H UCf  H  MA  €€OJI. J. 

Mr.  Strangers  Sealed  Packet    ^ "*-"''• 

By  ACSNES  i^lACDONEI  ¥ 
Quaker  Cousins.  '^""i''*.!-,!^. 

T'J.^Z^:i'ly1.«'^«,t3t^SACC,C«.B. 

By  ^V.  H.  MAT.I.Orit 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued 

on^^p  F'®?*^^*^"^    MARRVAT. 

PivIhI^*^;"-"^!  I  ^  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  Written  in  Fire. 

'iT.if-  h'*''  ;''  MASTERMAIV. 

Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BBAIVDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  I.EOr<AR»   MERRICK 
The  Man  who  was  Good.       *^*'"»*^**. 

Ton^L'I^^^   M10DI.EMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  DorilUon. 

„     By  Mrs.  MOI.ESUOBTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

c.    ■    P^  ''•  ^'  MIJDDOCK. 

dertui^"''"''  ^"^  ^°"-  I  ^T'  *^'  ^"""^  "'  "»« 
The  DeadMan's  Secret.  I        ^°^' 
By  MtJRKAV  and   HERMAN 

.'^L?k*'"«««T!E  ITIURRA V. 


Cynic  Fortune. 
A  Life's  Atonement 
By  the  Gate  Of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular 
Bob     Martins     Littia 


A  Model  Father 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange. 

Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World .  ,      „„ . 

By  HEIVRV   MURk^y^ 
AGameofBlult.  I  A  Song  of  Sixpence 

-Ti.nTT-^?'*"^"''''  IVJSBET. 

«      «  r  ,.,^    '  I^'-B"nard St. Vincent. 
T„      ByAf.ICE    OHAIVEOIV. 
The  Unforesefin.  |  Chance  7  or  Fate  7 

By  GEORGES  OHIVET. 

AillZ^e.  I  A  weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  OEIPHAIVT 

??e'^i'frse  Path.         |  'l^^.H^r  "^'"^  '» 

P.L^fPok^.?''^''''^   «  KE11.EV. 

By  OUBBA. 


Held  in  Bondag 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

IdaUa. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaiao  sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

FoUe  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Fianders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Piincess  Napraxiae. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship 


Wooden 


Two      Little 

Shoes. 
Moths. 
Bimbi. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruifino. 
Syrliii. 

Santa  Barbara. 
Ouida's    Wisdom,    Wit 

and  Path 


*-■  .  a,uu  rarilOS. 

MARGARET  AGIVES  PAUL 

Gentle  and  Simple.  -^ -^  *  ^»  ».  i,. 

By  €!.  T,.  PIRKB.S. 

Lady  Lovelace.  •■■•■5. 

a..    ,,    '^y  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
By  Mrs.  CAMPIJEI.L,  PR«I?iik 

The  Romance  of  a  Station  Jl'Afc.W. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
„  ,      ,        By  E.  e.  J»Rlf  E. 
T^lToXers.  ISlyal^,— '"'«r.ival. 

By   KIC'HAKU    PRVfR 
I    Miss  Maxwells  Affections.     ■""»«-«• 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY  CHATTO  &.  WiNDUS 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  JAMES  PAVIV. 

Talk  of  the  Town. 


Bentlnck's  Tutor. 

Marphy'B  Master. 

A  County  Familv. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil  a  Tryst. 

The  Clyflards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter  s  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 


Holiday  Tasks. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

What  He  Cost  Her.       ' 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Glowworm  Tales. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Woman  s  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Gwendoline  s  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We  re 
Painted. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

The    Mystery   ol    Mir- 
bridge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 

By  4'IIAICI/EM   KGA1>I<:. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to     A  TerrlbleTemptatlon. 

Mend.  :  Foul  Play. 

Christie  Johnstone.  The  Wandering  Heir. 

The  Double  Marriage.     I   Hard  Cash. 
Put     Yourself    in    His     Singleheart  and  Double- 


Place 
Love  Me    Little,   Love 

Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  Jilt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 

By  ITIiM.  J.  ».  RI1)DI<:i.r 


face. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and 

other  Animals. 
Peg  Woffington. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A  Woman  Hater. 


The  Uninhabited  House 
The  Mystery  in  Palace 

Gardens. 
The  Nun  3  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 


Weird  Stories. 
Fidry  Water. 
Her  Mother  s  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales 
Garden  Party. 

By  AMELiIE   ItIVE.««l. 
Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  ^V.  UOBIIVSOIV. 
Women  are  Strange.      |  The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAITIES   RUIVCIITIAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmalgn  s  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  \V.  tfilKIt    nUS.sJEf.f 


The  Romance  of  Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide 

Sea. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Foksle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  C.^pe. 
A  Book  for  the  Ham- 
mock. 
The    Mystery    of    the 

■■Ocean  Star." 
4iEOR<»E   ArOU^Tl'S  $4.4liA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  NAUNDERM. 
Ony  Waterman.  I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers.         | 

Bv  KATHARINE   »4AITNDER!4. 
JoanMerrvweather.       I   Sebastian. 
T»-e  High  Mills.  Margaret     and    Eliza- 

Heart  Salvage.  I      beth. 

By  <iEOKf;E    R.  SIITIM. 


Rogues  and  Vagabonda. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Janes  Memoirs. 
Miry  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To  day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 


Tinkletop  s  Crime. 

Z,.ph. 

Mv  Two  Wives. 

Memoirs  of  a  L.indlady. 

Scenes  from  the  Show. 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
By  ARTHUR  HKETC'HEEV. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 


By  T.  W.  .MPEIOH T. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  i  By  Devious  Ways. 

Dyke.  Back  to  Life. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  The  LoudwaterTragedy 

Hoodwinked.  |  Burgo  s  Romance. 

By  R.  A.  8TERNOAEE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  EOUI!^   STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nighu.     |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BERTHA   THO.n.%S. 

Cressida.  |  The  Violin-Player. 

Proud  Malsie.  | 

By  M  ALTER  THOR.NBIJRV. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.    |  Old  Stories  Retold. 
T.  ADOEPHUS   TK0EE01>E. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 
By  F.  EEEANOR  TROEIiOI'E. 

Like    Ships    upon    tlie  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel  a  Progress. 


Mr.     Scarborough  i 

Family. 
The     Golden     Lion    of 

Qranpero. 


By  ANTHON%'   TROEEOPE 

Frau  Frolimann.  ,  The  American  Senator, 

Marlon  Fay. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

John  Caldlgate. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now 

The  Laud-Leaguers.         I 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 

Farnells  Folly. 

By  IVAN  tur(;:enieee,  &c 

stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  TIARIC  TWAIN. 


Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Prince    and    the 

Pauper. 
A  ¥.inKee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 


A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 

Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
M.arkTwain  s  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 

By  C.  C.  ERASER-TYTEER. 

Mistress  Judltn. 

By  SAR.III  TYTIiER. 

The  Bride  3  Pass.  :  The  Huguenot  Fimlly. 

Burled  Diiimonda.  1  The  Blackhali  GhosU. 

St.  Munqo  s  City.  j  What  SheCiineThrough 

Lady  Bell.  .  Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige.  I  Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 

DUappearea. 

Bv    AAR«>N    WATSON   niitl 
EiEIil.tS  WAS.SEK.TI.l.NN. 

The  Marquis  of  Ctrauas. 

By   WIEEIAU   WEST.VEE. 

Trust-Money. 

Bv  ITIr«.  E.  II.  WIEEI.VIISON. 

A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  ^VINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legend!. 

By  II.  V.  WOOW. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  C.iln. 

By  Endy  WOOD. 
Babtna. 
41EI-IA  PARKER  WOOEEEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong;  «r,  l.ovcaml  TI,coKn;y. 
By  ED.nUND   YATES. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  I  Castaway. 

Land  at  Last.  1 
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